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This is a series of personal experiences examined as if they were 
problems in detection. The author, who for many years 
conducted archaeological investigations on behalf of the 
Cambridge Antiquarian Society and the University Museum of 
Archaeology and Ethnology, tells of some of the paranormal 
occurrences which have come his way and then pulls the tales to 
pieces in an endeavour to find out the meaning of each one. He 
comes to the conclusion that there is no such thing as the super- 
natural. Everything must conform to natural laws; although 
some of these laws remain to be discovered and formulated. He 
also suggests that there is another natural force, comparable 
perhaps to electro-magnetism, which is as yet almost unstudied, 
and finally he puts forward some possible hypotheses to account 
for the phenomena as they are at present understood. 
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Preface 


For a number of years I have been working on the confused and 
difficult subject of the ancient gods of Britain. In the course of 
this work it occurred to me to wonder why there had been any 
beliefs in gods at all. One is told that the forces of nature are so 
impressive that primitive mankind was compelled to believe 
in the existence of Beings greater than himself and that these 
powers of nature became his gods. The natural in fact evoked 
a supposed supernatural. Somehow this did not seem to me to 
be a probable answer. It seems much more reasonable to sup- 
pose that the occurrences outside the ordinary run of everyday 
affairs were responsible for the surmise that invisible and some- 
times visible spirits existed and that the greater of these became 
the gods. The ghost and the poltergeist have always been 
known. What was thunder and lightning but a poltergeist on a 
greater scale? 

This book is the result of an entirely personal investigation 
into these unusual occurrences. It might be called ‘Ghosts which 
have confronted an archaeologist’, or something of that kind; 
for it so happens that I seem more prone to bump into unusual 
experiences than do the majority of my friends and acquain- 
tances. It is no longer taboo to admit this, fortunately, for of 
recent years this kind of study has become respectable and it 
has been shown that many of the phenomena are capable of 
scientific proof. E.S.P., which stands for Extra Sensory Per- 
ception, is being studied in laboratories on both sides of the 
Atlantic and the stigma of being interested in such things has 
gone the way of that which once rested on the chemist, or 
astronomer. It is the man who does not believe in such things 
who is now a touch old-fashioned, and not the believer who is 
regarded as being superstitious. 
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The book is really only a by-product of my research work on 
the old pagan gods of Britain; but in the course of this study, I 
have been forced to consider what was really at the back of 
pagan religion, and from that I had to study magic and super- 
stition. I have read a great many works on these subjects and 
on the religions of the East; as well as what can be gleaned from 
those about the ancient Classical beliefs. From this, of course, 
it is but a step to the modern theories on these subjects, Raynor 
Johnson, Aldous Huxley, Professor Joad, Air-Marshal Dow- 
ding and the rest, as well as those of such Eastern writers as 
Yogananda and Meher Baba. During all this reading, some 
ideas began to solidify in my mind, and it seemed to me that 
interesting and even perhaps useful results might be obtained 
if I used myself as my own guinea-pig for the study of such 
unusual happenings as have come my way. 

I have enjoyed one great advantage over many of my con- 
temporaries. It has never been necessary for me to stick closely 
to one line of study and thus work it to death. There always 
has been time enough to gain at least a passing acquaintance 
with subjects other than archaeology, with which for many 
years I have been mostly concerned. Although I studied Natural 
Sciences at Cambridge, which resulted in ten years of almost 
complete lack of interest in natural history it then became again 
for me quite as interesting to watch a peregrine falcon stoop at 
a passing pigeon, or a hermit crab emerge from its borrowed 
shell in a rock pool, as to recover some unusual and long- 
forgotten piece of information from the earth. Although this 
may well have led to my becoming a ‘jack of all trades and 
master of none’, it has nevertheless provided me with a great 
store of experience, with some of which I at times bore my 
friends. 

Much that is set down here is taken directly from my old 
note-books. Some of these have not been looked at again since 
the days when they were written and it has been quite surprising 
to find how much I had recorded. It is, however, time that I did 
something about it before the books are lost and I forget things 
which are only stored in my memory. 

There is one further point which I must emphasize before 
coming to the ghosts themselves. It is this: all the ideas which 
I have expressed are tentative. They are theories, which may 
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work, or may not work. Whatever happens they must not be 
regarded as more than that. When I see flaws in them, I shall 
have no hesitation in changing them myself. The last thing I 
wish to do is to foist dogma on my readers. Dogma is the curse 
of learning and very often is the ruin of religion also. When 
you hear someone say, ‘Such and such a thing must be right 
because so-and-so says it is’, you can be pretty safe in thinking 
that there is considerable doubt about the matter. We all of 
us really know very little indeed. Scientific thought is in the 
melting-pot and nobody can really forecast what will come out 
of the brew. But anything which can stimulate others to think 
things out for themselves must be of some value. There is a 
Gaelic proverb which says, ‘Two heads are better than one, 
even if they are sheep’s heads.’ The more heads that can be got 
to take an interest in this subject, the larger is the chance that 
something important will be discovered. 

My wife has been a great help in this piece of research, not 
only by typing out the results, but by pushing books under my 
nose, which would otherwise never have poked into them. How- 
ever, I do not intend to involve her or anyone else in the con- 
clusions. As Rafn the Red said to Earl Sigurd at the battle of 
Clontarf, ‘Bear your own devil yourself.’ 

T.C.L. 


Chapter One 


OU often hear people remark, ‘If I saw a ghost, I think I 

should die of fright.’ This is not the case at all. On two 
occasions I have clearly seen figures of people who were not 
really there, in the ordinary sense, at all. On neither occasion 
did I appreciate till later that there was anything strange in 
what I had seen. 


As I was going up the stair, 
I met a man who was not there. 
He was not there again today, 
Oh, how I wish he’d go away. 


(I do not know where that comes from, but I like it!) 

The first incident happened in 1922, in New Court, Trinity, 
Cambridge. I had rooms in the block which faces the Backs and 
my stair was the first on the left of the gateway as you go out 
towards the river. On the next stair to mine, again on the left, 
a friend of mine, G. W., had his rooms, two floors up. They were 
a set of rooms which were said to have been occupied by genera- 
tions of Buxtons, but, as there were no Buxtons in the college 
at the time, G.W. had them. The rooms were on the left of 
the stair. I am putting in these details in case any later occu- 
pant of the rooms has had the same experience. 

G.W. and I had not been model undergraduates. I regret to 
say that we thought far more about shooting, fishing, sailing 
and the like, than about cutting up dog-fish or wading through 
text-books. Later in the same year, G.W. was one of the party 
on the Shiant Islands. We were, I suppose, about the last batch 
of young men who went to a university simply to finish their 
education and make friends. I was actually diverted from the 
Army and sent up to Cambridge at the end of the Kaiser’s war, 
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because everyone thought there would never be a war again 
and training for it was useless. I did not even know you were 
supposed to get a degree until I got up to the place. A good 
degree was no lure to us at all. In fact lectures were a bore 
after years of school. 


ecichdtamdial 7 


Fig. 1. Diagram of occurrence in New Court, Trinity, Cambridge, 
in 1922. Not to scale. 
(A) Unknown man in top hat. 
(B) G.W., still seated by the fire. 
(C) Myself, going back to my own rooms. 
There were more chairs in the room and the bookcase may not be 
in the right place. 


I was sitting rather late one evening in G.W.’s rooms. We 
were discussing this and that in a desultory sort of way, one on 
each side of the fire. I was in the chair nearest the window, 
which looked over the court. Between me and the door in the 
opposite cofner of the room was a square dining-table. Noti- 
cing that it was nearly midnight, I got up from my chair and was 
about to go back to bed. As I got up, and before I had said good 
night to G.W., the door opened and a man came into the room. 
G.W. remained sitting in his chair. The man, who had a top 
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hat on, came only a few steps into the room and there stopped, 
resting both his hands on the table. I thought he was a college 
porter who wanted to say something to G.W. I said, ‘Well, 
good night, G.W.’ and ‘Good evening’ to the other man, who 
did not reply. Then I walked round behind the figure standing 
at the table, through the door, and down the stairs into the 
court. I went up the next stair to my own rooms and into bed 
without giving the incident another thought. 

Next morning, I met G.W. in Trinity Street. Remembering 
the visitor of the night before, I said, ‘Hello, G.W. Why did 
the porter come in last night? We weren’t making a row or 
anything.’ ‘Nobody came in,’ he replied. I found this statement 
quite impossible to believe and we argued a bit in the street. 
But G.W. had not seen the man and I had and that was all that 
could be said about it. When I had time to think it over, I found 
I could remember the man’s appearance in considerable detail. 
He was not very tall and he was slight. His face was rather 
pointed. He did not resemble any of our porters I could remem- 
ber. Then I thought of something else: he had on a top hat. Our 
porters wore top hats, but they only wore them on Sundays. 
That evening had not been a Sunday. More than that, I found 
I could distinctly remember that he had something white at his 
throat and not a black tie. Then I got it. This was a man in 
hunting kit. G.W. had not seen him at all. He was a ghost. 

But that does not postulate that he was a visitor from another 
world. He could have been a thought projection from any un- 
known source. G.W. may have projected him. Someone may 
have projected himself while sitting sleepily in a chair in a 
London club. He may have been one of the countless Buxtons. 
Anything may have caused him to be there; but I happened to 
be on the right wave-length to receive the picture. It was just 
like a television picture without the sound. There was no 
colour and it was as utterly without feeling as a television shot. 
But it was full size. There was nothing, of course, about a man 
dressed in black and white to show as colour. Nevertheless, I 
do not think there was any colour in his face. 

Of course one might see hundreds of ghosts of this sort with- 
out realizing that they are not actual living people. One does 
not go about touching people in the street to see if they are 
really there. But, as far as I am aware, I never saw another ghost 
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till the 22nd February 1959. Here in this combe, it was hot and 
dry for the time of year. The temperature at Exeter reached 
60° at midday and must have been much the same here. There 
was no wind, or so little that it could only be described as ‘light 
airs’. Our water at Hole is pumped by a ram, and on this parti- 
cular Sunday morning the ram stopped. The house stands at 
about 300 feet and the ram is nearly 150 feet lower down the 
steep side of the combe and some 300 yards away. Directly 
below us, at about 150-foot level, is Hole Mill, which was once, 
like the smithy, which is now a cottage, part of the Hole estate. 
In the 1890s, when the estate was broken up, it comprised seven 
hill farms and some two miles of cliff-top. Hole Mill belongs to 
Mrs. N., who has considerable and unusual faculties of extra- 
sensory perception. 

Our ram having stopped pumping, it was necessary to start 
it again. My wife and I, accompanied by her black cat, which 
follows like a dog, but makes more noise about it, complaining 
all the time, walked down the hill away from the direction of 
Hole Mill and started the ram again. The morning was so 
unusually lovely that we sat on the concrete roof of the ram’s 
house and admired the quiet view. The cat, according to custom, 
sat looking in the opposite direction, ignoring us. A small river, 
with no name today, but probably once called the Bran, ran 
below us, having passed Hole Mill, which was almost out of 
sight in the next field. At 11.15 a.m. my wife said she must 
put the Sunday joint in the oven. I said I would wait another 
quarter of an hour to see that the ram did not stop again. She 
said she would come to meet me on my way back and that I was 
to remember everything of interest I happened to see and report 
it to her. She then departed up the hill accompanied by the cat, 
which was complaining loudly as usual. 

As it happened, I did not sit out my full fifteen minutes. For 
some five minutes I sat in the sun, seeing nothing more re- 
markable than a wheeling buzzard. Then, over the dividing 
hedge I saw a man, in the next field and at the bottom of the 
combe, walking backwards and forwards in a strange manner. 
As it was my field and I could not tell who he was, nor guess 
what he was doing, I had to get up out of sheer curiosity. I 
walked up the hill to a gate in the hedge, and through this into 
the next field where Hole Mill stands. I was then above the 
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man and could see who he was and even observe a small bald 
patch on top of his head. He was the man who brings the Sunday 
papers. I am describing this in detail so that you can see how 
clear the light was, and that it was difficult to be mistaken over 
matters of observation. Having no further interest in the paper- 
man and noting that he had now reached the fence round Hole 
Mill and was talking to Mrs. N. over it, I walked along the 
slope of the hill, to a lane which runs directly up past Hole 
itself. I reached the lane and bent down to examine a drain to 
see if it was clearing the water from the roadway. I was beside 
a large sycamore tree and directly above the Mill, which was 
about fifty feet below me and perhaps sixty yards away. I was 
thus looking on to the Mill roof and well above the tops of its 
chimneys (Fig. 2). 

While I was bending down, I heard a motor-bicycle start up, 
followed by the furious barking of dogs. I stood up and looked 
down, to see the paper-man riding off on his bicycle followed by 
Mrs. N.’s four large dogs in full cry. It was clear enough to 
see the papers in a box on the back of the bicycle. As I watched, 
I saw Mrs. N. emerge from behind the left end of the Mill, calling 
off the dogs. She was dressed in a bright blue sweater and had 
on dark blue tartan trousers and some kind of scarf over her 
head. She looked up from near the corner of the house, saw me 
and waved. I waved back. At this moment a second figure 
appeared behind Mrs. N. and perhaps a yard from her. She stood 
apparently looking up at me. Mrs. N. went back behind the 
corner of the Mill and the other woman apparently did so too. 
I did not know the other woman by sight. She looked about 
sixty-five to seventy years old, was taller than Mrs. N. and 
rather slight. Her face appeared to be rather dark, or tanned, 
and she had a pointed chin. She was dressed in a dark tweed 
coat and skirt and had something which looked like a light grey 
cardigan, or spencer, beneath her coat. Her skirt was long. She 
had a flat-crowned and wide-brimmed round hat on her head. 
The hat was black and had a wreath of white flowers round 
the bottom of the crown. She was, in fact, dressed as my 
aunts might have been dressed any day in spring before the 
Kaiser’s war. She did not look the sort of person who was 
likely to be staying at Hole Mill today. Neither did she 
look the type of person you would expect to find at the Mill 
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during its active days. Beyond 
that, I thought nothing of the in- 
cident (Fig. 3). 

I walked up the lane and met 
my wife coming down it from 
Hole. We were actually screened 
from the Mill by a bend in the 
hedge. We leaned over a gate in 
the sun and admired my tenant’s 
calves. I had to repeat everything 
I had seen and my wife remarked 
on the improbable character of 
Mrs. N.’s apparent guest. Then 
the dogs started to bark once more 
and my wife said, ‘Here they 
come. Now we shall see who she 
is.’ We waited, leaning over the 
gate. Soon the dogs arrived, leap- 
ing up at us in friendly welcome. 
As we were beating them off, 
round the bend in the hedge came 
Mrs. N. alone. ‘Oh!’ said my wife 
in a disappointed tone. ‘We ex- 
pected to see two of you.’ ‘How 
is that?’ asked Mrs. N. ‘I have 
only seen Tom [me] and the 
paper-man all the morning.’ I ex- 5. go Ganda resAGa 
plained what I had seen and she eae by figure oe. Hole 
remarked, “So you are seeing my Mill on gend February 1959. 
ghosts now, are you?’ We then Ail clothes black, or dark 
remembered that, a few weeks grey, except spencer and 
previously, she had reported hav- blouse. 
ing seen the figure of an unknown 
man standing very near the spot where I had been when I 
saw the other woman. 

Although my description tallied to some extent with that of a 
friend of hers who was no longer alive, we could not be cer- 
tain of the identification. Whoever the figure was, it was 
evident that not only had Mrs. N. not seen her, but she must 
have almost passed through her when going back behind the 
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Mill. The incident remains impossible to explain in terms of 
everyday events. 

When we examine it, there is a close resemblance to the 
occurrence in G.W.’s rooms in Trinity. There is the same 
overall greyness and lack of colour about the figure. Although 
perfectly sharp, it was perhaps a little thin, as one would say of 
a photograph. No one, however, could possibly have suspected 
that it was not the figure of a living person. It was full size 
compared with Mrs. N. 

My wife remembered the date the following year, and we 
decided to try to see whether anything happened on the anniver- 
sary. The true solar time anniversary fell on a Monday at about 
5.30 p.m. But as we had no idea what kind of time was impor- 
tant, we decided to try first on the nearest Sunday at 11.30 a.m. 
The Sunday might be the important thing. The morning might 
be important. We just did not know. We therefore went at 
the correct clock time on the nearest Sunday, which was actually 
February 21st and not the 22nd. We did not tell Mrs. N. of our 
intention, but went at 11.20 a.m. and stood beside the sycamore 
tree. The day was again fine and fairly warm, but not so hot 
as on the previous occasion. Mrs. N. could be observed bend- 
ing down and working like fury in her garden by the stream. 
The paper-man had already done his round. We stood silently 
by the sycamore tree, unobserved by Mrs. N., and saw nothing. 
We did, however, both experience a kind of electrical tingling 
in the atmosphere, which by experiment could be confined 
within a few paces of the tree itself and which felt strongest 
over the drain, which ran out beside it. We also found that 
this tingling could be felt all the way up the drain, which ran 
as a rivulet beside the roadway, for some fifteen yards. It was 
entirely absent from the other side of the lane and ended at the 
point at which the rivulet vanished into a bank. It seems that 
this tingling has some connection with the passage of running 
water. Mrs. N. tells us that she has been spoken to, and dis- 
tinctly heard the words ‘Good morning’ spoken, while no one 
was visible, when in the proximity of this rivulet. One of her 
dogs heard it too and rushed down barking to the mill, as if it 
expected to find someone there, and reappeared looking puzzled. 
As well as the tingling feeling near the tree, we appeared to 
experience a certain muzziness of vision about everything. 
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This could, of course, be accounted for in various ways, but we 
both noticed it. 

At 11.30 a.m. on the following day, the correct solar anniver- 
sary, but the wrong solar hour, I was unfortunately absent at 
the dentist. At 5.30 p.m., which was the exact anniversary 
within a few minutes, it was raining hard. We shall have to 
wait therefore, before we can continue the experiment with 
anniversaries. We have, however, tried on other occasions and 
have established that the tingling feeling is usually to be ob- 
served on that particular spot and that other people feel it too. 
Some remark on the general friendliness of the atmosphere at 
that place. If we are fortunate by continual experiment, we may 
be able to learn something from this spot; but in any case it 
seems possible to make a few observations from what has been 
learnt already. 

Now it seems evident that if these ghosts are produced by 
something external to my own mind, then some force is neces- 
sary to project them. I do not think that they can be the result 
of thoughts from any level of my mind, as some ghosts are 
thought to be by people who investigate them, for several 
reasons. The first is that the figures on both occasions fitted 
into their surroundings. They were perfectly clear and moved 
naturally within the features of the places where they were seen. 
There was no blurring. If you produce one photograph on the 
same plate as a second, it is most hard to avoid overlapping 
the two images. The second reason is that I can imagine no 
possible explanation why my mind should have thought up 
these two figures and put them into the surroundings in which 
I saw them. There are certainly recorded cases of ghosts being 
apparently produced in this way and seen by their author; but 
in those cases there were good reasons why this should happen. 
I am certain that this is not the case with my two ghosts. 

The whole production, in each case, was exactly comparable 
to a television scene. There was the same curious lack of atmo- 
sphere and the same general grey drabness. The figures were 
just pictures. I do not know whether I saw them with my eyes 
or whether they appeared in the mind direct. But, in whatever 
manner they were presented, I feel pretty sure that they were 
not spirits. They were pictures projected by somebody other 
than myself and I was nothing more than the receiving set. 
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Who projected them and how it was done cannot be determined 
from the evidence available. One does not know, for instance, 
whether they are projected at a set time on special occasions 
and would be visible at those times to anybody on the correct 
wave-length. There are, however, some slight clues. There 
often seems to be some kind of pressure built up, possibly by 
the running water, at the point from which the second ghost 
was seen. This pressure appears to be comparable to an electro- 
magnetic force. The ghost was seen only after direct mental 
contact had been established between Mrs. N. and myself. 
‘When she was completely absorbed in something else, no figure 
was seen, although the pressure appeared to be available. This 
seems at least to suggest a line of thought. Are ghosts ‘tele- 
vision’ pictures carried by the force of resonance from a pro- 
jecting machine in one mind to a receiving machine in another? 
If this is so, then the probability is that if you see a ghost when 
in company with another person, then that other person may 
be the unconscious projector. This is certainly not always the 
case and it does not take into account the manner of the projection. 
This we may perhaps take to be the same as psychokinesis, 
which can throw plates and stones about when it occurs in the 
of a poltergeist. 
“a is side ee if G.W. in one case and Mrs. N. in the 
second one, were the projectors of the figures I saw, then the 
projection was not done from a conscious level of the mind. 
G.W., when asked why the porter came into his room, would 
certainly have replied, ‘He didn’t, but curiously enough I was 
thinking about him at the time’, or something like that. It 
would have been the same in the second case if Mrs. N. had 
been the conscious projector. She would, I know, have been 
thrilled and delighted to have done it. I am inclined to think 
that, in both cases, we must say that we do not know who did 
the projecting and we do not know whose pictures were pro- 
jected. We can, however, argue to some extent by analogy. The 
engineers of the B.B.C. do not write the programmes which 
they send out. They are not the power which sends out the 
broadcast. They are not even the machines which take the 
photographs. Yet their minds are necessary before the broad- 
cast can take place. It is probably much the same with the pro- 
duction of ghosts. Seme mind thinks up the programme, but 
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he does not necessarily provide the force. His mind may only 
harness it for the purpose. It may also have to communicate 
the picture by telepathy to a second mind, which is on the right 
wave-length to do the broadcasting, while a third provides the 
receiver. This may seem highly improbable to those who have 
not yet realized that human minds can project anything at all. 
But it has now been proved that they can do so, and the possi- 
bilities are unlimited in our present state of knowledge. 

Years of research by teams of workers will be necessary 
before the laws governing these occurrences can be all worked 
out. We can make, however, already a few suggestions. First, 
there is nothing that anyone need be afraid of in the sight of a 
ghost. The great bulk of these are no more than mental pictures 
produced by living people. It is even on record that some have 
been deliberately produced. The method of projection is 
probably the natural equivalent of mechanical television, just 
as telepathy is the natural equivalent of ordinary broadcasting. 
The machines used for it are human minds and the power is 
provided by the force known as resonance, which appears to 
be akin to electro-magnetism. This same force is harnessed by 
water-diviners and those who practise a form of healing at a 
distance, which is known as ‘The Box’. 

Of course, people vary very much in the trust which they place 
in the statements of others. Some believe in every word they 
see in print and doubt all that is told them by word of mouth; 
others have the reverse attitude. One finds that the majority of 
naturalists will only credit the statements of other people when 
they happen to agree with what they have themselves observed; 
while trained scientists will scarcely believe anything which 
they cannot weigh or measure. I will tell here a couple of tales 
as an illustration. 

In the first instance, in July 1999, a party of men from Cam- 
bridge paid a visit to the Shiant Islands. These islands lie 
almost in the steamer track up the Minches, between the islands 
of Skye and Harris. We sailed to them out of Loch Seilg to the 
north in an old clipper-bowed yawl and came to anchor in the 
lagoon, formed by the three main islands, early in the morning 
of the 2ist July. From the northern approach the shore of the 
Shiants is grand. There are cliffs 500 feet high composed entirely 
of columnar basalt, which seem like huge black organs. In 
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places, great heaps of fallen columns lie just above the sea, 
looking for all the world like ruins of ancient temples. Mary 
Island, on the port hand as you come in, is covered thick with 
nesting puffins. On the starboard hand a great line of reefs, 
islets and skerries extends southwards and indicates what three 
thousand years ago, in the Brone Age, must have been a wide 
skirt of fertile plain before the sea swallowed it. 

The anchor was hardly down before the party of five, all 
except one of which were scientists of one kind or another, was 
in a hurry to be ashore and to their exploration. One of these 
was W.S.B., who is now known all over the world for his studies 
on spiders. He was seen to scramble ashore and over the boulders 
of the beach, taking his lunch and a waterproof coat with him. 
We all dispersed on our respective businesses and only returned 
to the ship much later in the day. When we did sit down again 
to a meal in the saloon, W.S.B. had a tale to tell, which none of 
us for a moment believed. He had climbed to the top of the hill 
to the south of the landing beach, which is shown (Fig. 5) in 
my drawing. He did not wish to carry his lunch and coat about 
and so he marked a rock, which stuck up from the grass with 
which the hill-top is covered, and put his coat and lunch beside 
it. From that moment they were never seen again. He was 
quite convinced that they had been removed by some super- 
natural agency. 

We were, as I have remarked before, all trained men with 
one exception. The exception, G.W., had been busy trying to 
secure a Seal with a rifle on another island. W.S.B.’s statement 
was greeted with laughter and incredulity. I do not think for a 
moment that any of us thought that anything unusual had taken 
place. When W.S.B. stated that he had noted the position of 
the rock with care, the blame was immediately put on the 
great black-backed gulls, although these were obviously 
employed all day in catching puffins, pulling them inside out 
and leaving them lying about like cast-off gloves. W.S.B., we 
thought, had either mislaid the missing objects or the gulls 
had got them. It is true that our pilot, old John M. Robertson 
(he liked the M. to be included as his brother was also John 
Robertson), muttered that these were the Shiant Islands, the 
holy islands of the Sith (Shee) who are known to the English 
as fairies. The fairies, he thought, had taken the things. No one 
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Fig. 5. Sketch of the anchorage in the Shiant Islands. The coat vanished from the summit 
of the hill on the left. Sketch drawn 22nd July 1922. 
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paid much attention to that, for John at that time was new to 
us and had not yet become the faithful old friend of later years. 

W.S.B., however, unknown to us, remained firm in his be- 
lief that he had been robbed by the Sith. So much so that nearly 
thirty years later he joined our boat at Dunvegan in Skye and 
insisted on being taken back to the Shiants. We managed to 
get there on the 4th August 1951, and watched him set out 
a bait for the fairies. He had nothing to report when he returned 
and we sailed again for South Rona, Old John slapping the boat’s 
rail and blessing the Sith for the fine breeze they sent us. South 
Rona happens to be the scene of the second incident. The island 
is very different from the grassy Shiants, being much broken 
up by gullies and to a large extent covered with thick heather. 
On the northern shore of the harbour, however, there had been 
a plantation of trees and their remains still stood here and 
there on rocky rises with boggy gullies between. Walking on 
this part of South Rona is very rough. 

On the 23rd June 1924 I was walking along this north 
shore of the harbour, when I put up a woodcock, which flew 
away out over the harbour and landed somewhere on the 
heathery hill to the eastward. It rose close to my feet and 
noticing that it was flying rather laboriously, I pulled out my 
field-glasses and watched it. There was no doubt at all that 
there was a fluffy brown object beneath it. It seemed to be 
carrying this in much the same way that a hawk carries its 
prey. I could see no trailing legs. 

For many years there was a controversy among sportsmen 
and naturalists as to whether woodcock did in fact carry their 
chicks from place to place in the air. To this was added the 
question of, if they did it, how was it done? Did they carry 
the chicks on their backs or between their thighs? In spite of 
the testimony of many trained observers, gamekeepers and the 
like, some authorities refused to believe that woodcock ever 
carried their young at all. Whether this controversy has ever 
been settled, I do not know. But I do know that I watched a 
woodcock carrying something, which looked like a fluffy chick, 
across the harbour at South Rona on the 24th June 1924. And 
I do know that this object was not on its back. Nevertheless, 
I have never found a professional naturalist who appeared to 
believe me. 
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At the time of this incident, I was looking for prehistoric 
sites on the island and had no thought of woodcock in my mind. 
The whole thing was a complete surprise to me and it was 
only when writing up my log that evening that I realized I had 
heard of this controversy and even read articles about it. 

Now my testimony on this matter is on a par with W.S.B.’s 
experience on the Shiant Islands and I see now how wrong we 
all were to laugh at his statement. It is not the observers who 
are at fault, it is the attitude of mind of the people who think 
they know better. Above all there is the mental refusal, equiva- 
lent to religious bigotry, to accept anything which they have 
not seen themselves and which contradicts what they have been 
taught. This attitude is entirely contrary to anything scientific. 
The naturalist who refuses even to investigate the numerous 
eyewitnesses’ reports of such things as the monsters in Loch 
Ness, or Shiel, or Morar is no scientist. He is relying on a 
belief he has formed from published works by one lot of people, 
without testing for himself the contrary opinion of another lot 


equally worthy of belief. If he will not test the matter himself, 


and yet sticks to his opinion that there can be no such pheno- 
menon, he is no scientist, but simply a dogmatic pedant. We 
were all much at fault in not taking W.S.B.’s report seriously. 
We ought to have tested the matter to the best of our ability 
instead of sailing off to Tarbert Harris for a pint of beer. I 
believe two of us did return with him to the place where he put 
down his coat, but that was all. 

Of course four of us had been trained, or were being trained, 
in a rigid school of scientific thought, in which there was no 
place for what was called the supernatural. But the supernatural 
of one generation becomes the natural of the next one. When, 
in the previous year, two of us had been climbing the southern 
mountain peaks of Jan Mayen, we had seen from one ridge two 
monstrous grey figures in the fog on the next one. In earlier 
ages these figures would undoubtedly have been taken for those 
of giants, supernatural beings of huge size. To us they were but 
shadows’ of ourselves. We knew how the ‘Brocken Spectre’ 
was produced. It seems reasonably clear that there is no such 
thing as supernatural. All phenomena classed under the head- 
ing are natural phenomena, governed by natural laws, but these 
laws have as yet to be worked out. 
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If we look on this affair of the Shiants from this point of view, 
there is clearly a problem to be solved. W.S.B. experienced 
something unusual on the hill-top. I have no photograph of the 
top of the island, but the figure, which I have drawn from a 
sketch I made in my note-book next day, gives some idea of the 
nature of the place. The top of the island is covered with grass, 
bitten short by sheep. These are brought from Tarbert and left to 
fend for themselves, for nobody lives there permanently now. 
The last couple are said to have left after watching all day the 
body of their child washing about in the breakers following a 
fall from the cliff. At intervals smooth grey rocks break the 
surface on the hill-top. The ground is not particularly uneven 
and one rock may look very like another. But W.S.B. was 
already an experienced traveller and naturalist. Itis most unlikely 
that he did not fix the position before he put down his coat and 
lunch. We can reasonably rule out the explanation that he 
simply put the things down and forgot where he had done so. 
The second explanation, that the objects were removed by gulls, 
is even more improbable. No bird is likely to have carried off 
a complete mackintosh and few birds are brave enough to inter- 
fere with a paper-covered package on a lonely hill. I have often 
put a piece of white paper over game to prevent it being 
molested. It is a well-known protection used by men on the hill. 
It looks very much as if the gulls cannot provide the explana- 
tion. The top of the hill is exposed to all the winds of the 
Minch. From it there is a fine panorama of hills and islands, 
from Uist to the Harris hills. From Harris to Suilven and Loch 
Inver and so round to the Red Hills and Cuillens on Skye. But 
I have a note in my log-book that it was a fine morning and not 
a windy day. The missing objects were not blown away. If the 
objects were put down beside the rock they would have re- 
mained there. 

It looks very much as if no everyday explanation can account 
for this phenomena. But it is by no means an isolated case of 
its kind. There are numerous recorded instances of objects 
vanishing in unexplained circumstances. These cases are usually 
observed inside houses and are a well-known phenomenon to 
those who study parapsychology, the recent and respectable 
name for psychical research. They belong to the poltergeist class 
of happenings and the force which is supposed to move them is 
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known as psychokinesis. I shall use these ponderous terms as 
little as possible. Sometimes, we are told, things vanish. At 
other times things appear from nowhere. They are technically 
known as ‘apports’. It is recorded that newly arrived apports 
are often hot to the touch. A good summary of this kind of 
happening is to be found in Dr. Raynor Johnson’s The Imprisoned 
Splendour, a book moreover written by a well-known physicist. 

At it happens, I have once seen the arrival of an apport, in 
the prosaic surroundings of the tea-room of the Museum of 
Archaeology and Ethnology at Cambridge. There were several 
of us standing round the walls of the room, drinking tea and 
chatting. There was an open space of concrete floor, perhaps 
eight feet across, in the middle of this gathering. Suddenly, at 
a moment when nobody happened to be talking much, there was 
a little tinkle and a small brass curtain ring arrived in the middle 
of the floor. Nobody had thrown it there; they were not the 
kind of people who would do so. It just arrived. There was no 
explanation. Miss R. was one of the people who observed this 
curious little incident. I heard her remark, half to herself, ‘It’s 
the poltergeist again.’ Nobody else took any interest. They 
went on with their serious conversations before hurrying away 
to give their lectures or whatever else they had to do. Miss R. and 
I picked up the ring. It was an absolutely ordinary small curtain 
ring, somewhat tarnished. It would have been less remarkable 
had it been a Roman finger ring or a Saxon brooch. 

I asked what the previous poltergeist happenings had been. 
Apparently there was a human skull which kept jumping off 
shelves and tables, and objects had been moving about in the 
museum cases. But the phenomena did not take a violent form 
and did not last very long. 

W.S.B.’s experience with his coat and lunch appears then to 
have been an apport of the opposite kind. We do not know how it 
happened, but we can classify it and this is often the beginning 
of learning. 

There are many speculations we might make. Why were the 
islands named after the Sith, these mysterious people whose 
name is pronounced Shee and who are translated as fairies in 
English? John M. Robertson was a firm believer in the Sith. 
Had not an ancestor of his captured one while it was milking a 
hind with a hobble fastened round its legs? To obtain his 
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release, the little man presented John’s ancestor with the hobble 
and a promise that he should never miss anything he aimed at 
with his gun. The story went on to say how the man, evidently 
an inveterate poacher, was once caught. He was told he would 
be forgiven if he could hit a goose which was feeding in the 
middle of a herd of cows. The bird was masked by cows on all 
sides, but the poacher shot it through the ear of one of them. 
He carried the hobble sewn up inside his ‘vest’ (coat?) till the 
day of his death when it vanished. So, if this story can be trusted, 
which I greatly doubt, the Sith can make things vanish. Old 
John not only believed that the islands were named after the 
Sith, but that they were still in occupation of the place. It was 
no surprise to him, sitting in the sun on the forecastle of the 
boat, to hear that the coat and lunch had gone. It was only to 
be expected in a place of this kind. 

I do not think myself that the Shiant Islands were named 
after the Sith, but after a sea god of the Lewis, whose appella- 
tion has come down to us as Shoney. This would not have been 
his real name, which presumably might not be mentioned, but 
was only something like Sithanaidh, the Holy One. He was 
offered an annual libation of beer by the men of northern Lewis 
in the hope that he would send bounteous food supplies from 
the sea and land. I take Shoney to have been one of the Blue 
Men of the Minch, who some claim to have seen, and probably 
the husband of the Cailleach, the Highland Diana. 

The flat plain to the westward of the Shiants, which was 
probably what is known as the Five Foot Raised Beach, has 
now been almost washed right away, for there has been a rise 
of at least six feet in the mean sea-level since Roman times. 
Had any temple to Shoney, such as a stone circle, once existed, 
it was probably sited on this Raised Beach and has long since 
gone. After an absence of thirty years, I noticed alot of difference 
on the western side of the Islands. Quite a lot more land had 
gone under the sea. But who were the Sith? This is a problem 
which has puzzled many people who, like myself, are always 
searching for the answers to comparatively useless questions. 

One of the difficulties in answering the question is rooted in 
the meaning of words. The word sith, or fairy for that matter, 
means one thing to one person and something quite different 
to another. There are many varieties of meaning and there are 
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permutations and combinations of these meanings. Some see 
pictures in their minds of tiny figures, with feeble wings like 
a lace-wing fly, when the word fairy is mentioned. These seem 
to me to be reduced memory pictures of angels from books. 
It is not impossible that these might be photographed in the 
manner claimed by the late Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. A memory 
picture is said to have been photographed by de la Warr and 
mentioned in his book New Worlds Beyond the Atom. Others see 
little men about two feet high, dressed in the clothes of the 
fourteenth century, that is more or less of the same period as 
the angels one sees carved on the beams of East Anglian 
churches. A measure of the size of some of these Sith is perhaps 
given by the Gaelic name for a foxglove, which is cioch nan 
sith (the fairy’s breast). In England the foxglove is the folk’s 
glove, the glove of the little folk. In both lands it is associated 
with fairies, possibly because of the effect of the drug, digitalis, 
obtained from the root. But I think the Brocken Spectre itself 
would also come under the general heading of sith and that at 
one time at any rate some were ancient gods. 

However, there is a more practical variant of the term, which 
connects them with another race of real men. All over the High- 
lands and Islands of Scotland, but more especially in the west 
round about the sea of Maoil, as it was once called, are rounded 
green mounds, known by the name of sithean (sheean). These 
appear to have been so named after a real people of antiquity, 
the Tuatha Dé Danann, the people of the goddess Danu, who 
was the Great Earth Mother. This people is traditionally 
recorded in the chronicles of Ireland as having been driven out 
by the invasion of the people of Miled to live in the green 
mounds round about the sea of Maoil, that is to what are now 
known as the Hebrides. These green mounds, which are still 
numerous today, are nearly always conspicuous. You can 
usually tell that a mound is called a sithean before you are told 
the fact, or learn it from a map. It is reasonable then to say that 
the Sith and Danann are the same people. 

However, it is not as easy as that. Nothing in the study of 
antiquity ever is, and, in my experience, it is the type from the 
text-book which is rare. I have seen an entirely natural sithean, 
a gravel mound, dug away in North Uist to mend a road and 
one on Kerrera with stone burial cists sticking out of the side 
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of it which were probably of Bronze Age date. A sithean on 
Colonsay had pre-neolithic rubbish in it; while one beside 
Loch Creran has the look of being a natural outcrop of rock. 
But there are many which are all of one period and have houses 
inside them. I have dug out one of these on South Uist and there 
are a great number of others. They were lived in at a time when 
Rome ruled in Southern Britain, but their inhabitants were an 
Iron Age people. All up the western side of the Outer Islands 
and in many other places as well, these people lived in con- 
siderable numbers, for there were wide plains to the west two 
thousand years ago which have been largely washed away by 
the sea. It seems reasonable to suppose that these homes inside 
the sithean actually belonged to the Sith, or the Tuatha Dé 
Danann. We have all heard the stories of fairies living inside 
hills. Here is a people who actually did so. At least the sites 
of their homes have now frequently become hillocks, although 
I do not think that they were so at first. ‘ 

The archaeological evidence seems to point to their having 
been built originally as a ring of stone cells surrounding a 
movable leather tent. Where the remains of vegetable material 
are sometimes found today in the central court, I think it is the 
trace of bedding and never came from the roof at all. When the 
leather tent was removed for the last time, the court often filled 
up with blown sand, driven inland as the sea ate away the coastal 
plain. It was this encroachment of the sea which I think caused 
the Danann to migrate once more and this movement was. I 
suspect, to the eastern parts of Scotland, where our fairies 
ei a branch of the great and warlike confederacy of the 

s. 

To the people who recolonized the islands at a later time 
the Danann were a mysterious race of small folk who lived 
inside hillocks. They were small, because the passages between 
the stone cells were of necessity built small to take the weight 
of their stone roofs. To newcomers these passages suggested a 
measure of their stature, which was probably erroneous, and 
magic because they only built rude cabins themselves. Before 
long the Sith had degenerated from a race of men to a race of 
little supernatural beings. 

Precisely the same metamorphosis overtook a second race 
of people known as the Fomorians. Fomor is the modern Gaelic 

Cc 21 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


word for a giant; but I think that the Brocken Spectre would be 
both a Fomor and a member of the Sith. The Fomorians appear 
first in the ancient chronicles as warlike traders by sea. In a 
few hundred years they had become giants with several rows of 
teeth. 

In Old John’s fairy story, which did not vary in content as he 
told it through the years, his ancestor’s fairy was milking a 
hobbled hind. It is to be remarked that a large part of the 
Sithean dwellers’ economy was based on the red deer. We find 
numerous deer bones in their rubbish heaps and many objects 
made from the antlers. There are still wild red deer in North 
Uist, but they are very small. It does not look as if they had 
had much new blood in them for centuries, although, of course, 
their grazing must be poor. The question, however, is, how did 
they get there? Did they ever swim the Minch on their own? 
I have watched a herd of the North Uist deer swim across a 
narrow arm of the sea at Loch Maddy. But I cannot think of 
any possible urge to make them swim the Minch. For that 
matter, did they ever swim out to the Island of Rhum? Fifteen 
miles of sea, at its narrowest, separate Osgill Bay in Skye 
from North Uist and the tides are strong. One thinks twice 
before sailing across the Minch today. Is it credible that breed- 
ing herds of red deer ever swam across? To me it seems most 
improbable. It is far easier to believe that the Sith were tamers 
and breeders of red deer and that they took them over in their 
boats as cattle. When they migrated again to the mainland, 
there was no need to take them back. Scotland was full of red 
deer. 

With this idea in my mind, I asked Mikel Utsi, who owns 
and breeds reindeer on a large scale and who brought an experi- 
mental herd to the Cairngorms, whether he thought he could 
tame red deer also. In his opinion there would be no difficulty. 
This is the most expert opinion one can get. The Danann could 
have tamed red deer. They lived in large numbers on islands, 
where red deer are most unlikely to have been found in a natural 
state. They ate red deer and used their antlers for tools and 
ornaments. The Sith are believed to have milked the red deer, 
for Old John’s story is not unique. It seems to me to be as near 
to proof as we are likely to get that red deer really were cattle 
to the Sith and there is nothing supernatural about it. 
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The distribution of the Sith in an archaeological context is 
not unlike the greatest spread of fairy stories. Houses, of the 
type found in the Hebrides, have also been found in Cornwall, 
North Wales and South Wales. The house type has not yet 
been found in Ireland, but I feel sure it will be found in time. 
It will not always have been built of stone, however; in places, 
where timber was easily available, the surrounding store- 
rooms will have been made of wood. 

The reason why fairies are so often said to be small seems to 
me to be a different problem. Hardly a year passes without 
fairies being seen somewhere in the Islands. I was told a delight- 
ful story about four years ago by Mr. Alan Maclsaac on Canna. 
A grave had been filled in in the cemetery at Keils, which is 
surrounded by rocky hummocks with grassy tops. When the 
grave was finished, turf was wanted to make it look tidy on top. 
The men went to one of the hummocks to cut turves. When they 
had finished, they saw a tiny man emerge from the hummock 
with a spinning-wheel on his back. He looked at them crossly 
and said, “You have taken the turf off my roof and now the rain 
will come in. I am moving to that hill over there.’ 

Little people are seen now and then by many races of men. 
‘They are seen in Africa, for instance, where they are just like 
tiny Africans. I do not for a moment doubt that they are seen, 
but I do doubt the interpretation placed on the seeing. We can 
take it as an observed fact that ordinary men and women all 
over the world have at times seen little people; but I do not 
believe that they really exist as such. Throughout this investiga- 
tion we are assuming that people do not go out of their way to 
tell lies. When they say that they have seen a little man, they 
are not Just making up a story based on tradition. They have 
ween something which appeared to their mind as a little man. 
I think the explanation lies in the perception of the observer. 
‘There may not be much apparent difference, except in size, 
between one of these little people and a ghost; nevertheless I 
do not think that they are beings of a different order to our- 
selves as has been claimed by some spiritualists. I do not think 
either that they are folk memories of some vanished race of 

smaller people, Eskimos for instance. They seem to conform 
quite closely to the kind of thing seen by clairvoyants, or as it is 
fashionable now to call them ‘sensitives.’ The size is something 
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to do with the way the picture is presented to the sensitive’s 
mind and probably has nothing to do with the ordinary faculty 
of sight. The picture is presented directly to the observer’s 
mind without the aid of his senses of sight or hearing. 

In 1934 I made some enquiries as to how a sensitive saw. 
Most people with this faculty are somewhat incoherent and find 
it difficult to explain how they see. If you observe them while 
they are ‘seeing’, their eyes do not appear to be in use at all. 
However, as far as I can make out, they are presented in their 
mind with a moving picture in colour and on a small scale. The 
picture is presented to their mind like a memory. They do not 
see it with their eyes, but know it. 

One sensitive in particular gave me a clue, which may be of 
some importance. She told me that, as a child, she saw many 
ghosts of people who were not actually there in the flesh. These 
figures were not at ground level, but some two feet up in the 
air. This seems to indicate that, however the thing was done, the 
figures were projected as at the normal eye level of a grown 
person standing up and reflected back at a higher level than the 
child’s viewpoint. The resulting picture would appear to the 
child, like the projection of a lantern slide on to a screen, up 
in the air (Fig. 6). 

It seems reasonable to me that if a sensitive’s small-scale (v) wzAuasao © 
mental pictures were in some manner projected and received 
by a second sensitive, they would appear as small figures. The 
origin of the pictures may have been genuine memories, dream 
pictures, or imaginary creations built up from folk tales and the 
like. I am assuming, of course, that such things can be pro- 
jected, and having been projected can then be picked up and 
appreciated by minds other than the one projecting them. This 4 y 
has been vouched for throughout the ages on innumerable 
| | occasions and I have experienced it myself. It is a natural N / 
phenomenon which requires a scientific explanation and cannot AN 
ai be laughed away with a knowing smile. (g) WIAW3SaO 
| It is clear, even at this stage, that W.S.B.’s coat and lunch y; 
| could not have been taken away by little people, who were only 
| pictures of thought projections and could not exert any force. 

If any ‘magic’ force was exerted on this occasion, I do not 

think that the Sith had any hand in it. The force was presumably 

: that of psychokinesis of poltergeist type. In the next chapter 
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1. Object; 2. sensory image of 1 reduced in size according to the distance away; 3. mental image; 
4. mental image conveyed telepathically to the mind, not vision, of child, from mind of observer (A). 


Fig. 6. Diagram to show how a child might obtain a picture of a ghost above ground level: 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


I will try to describe an experience with a poltergeist on another 
island some years later. But I must emphasize once more that 
one can only be one’s own guinea-pig in these matters. No 
spoken or written word can be a substitute for one’s own practi- 
cal experience. No one too can convince another who does not 
wish to believe what he is told. Only the doubter loses by his 
incredulity. 
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Chapter Two 


.S.B. and myself, as will have been gathered already, both 

have an interest in islands. His interest is largely in the 
spiders, for the study of which he long ago earned a world-wide 
reputation. Mine is chiefly archaeological, but birds and some- 
times insects and plants play a part in it. In the latter part of 
June 1929, we decided to examine some of the islands off the 
south-west coast of Ireland. 

During the train journey from the mail-boat to Cork, W.S.B. 
explained to me that, amongst other things, he was plotting 
the distribution of a spider, which only appeared to be found in 
a narrow belt of country within ten miles of the sea. Its other 
peculiarity lay in its choice of habitat; for it confined itself to a 
life in dirty bedrooms. We came out of the railway station and 
walked along the streets to pick up a car we were to borrow. 
On the edge of a great area of desolation, which looked as if it 
had been bombed for a month, but was really the result of some 
fracas in the Trouble, rose some gaunt tenement houses. They 
were several stories high and looked forbidding in extreme. 
‘This looks the right sort of place,’ said W.S.B., and im- 
mediately vanished into a doorway even darker and more 
forbidding than the house itself. I waited outside in some sus- 
pense, expecting at least the sound of blows and possibly shots 
as well, but nothing happened. After what seemed like about 
half an hour, a window nearest the roof was suddenly flung up 
and a grinning face looked out. ‘It’s here all right,’ he shouted 
and presently emerged into the daylight once more without 
having seen anybody. 

We reached Valencia without incident, having climbed 
Caran Toul in thick mist on the way. Meals at the hotel, how- 
ever, were somewhat unusual. As soon as we sat down, W.S.B. 
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started to rummage in his pockets, pulling out three or four 
glass-topped pill boxes, a note-book, a magnifying glass and a 
pencil. These he arranged with care on either side of his plate. 
At intervals during the meal he would interrupt any conversa- 
tion which was going on, and peer through the magnifying 
glass at the minute pairs of spiders in each pill box. He was 
muttering to himself all the time and apparently writing in his 
note-book such phrases as: ‘Now he is getting excited. She 
shows no interest.’ This process continued all the weeks we 
were in Ireland and I soon got used to it. By the end of the trip 
he had acquired a mass of information about the marriage rites 
of various small and seemingly unattractive spiders. I do not 
know whether it was at this time that he discovered a fact 
which earned him a doctorate of science at a very early age. 
Owing to the unpleasant habit of some spiders, who ate their 
mates immediately after the marriage ceremony, the thought- 
ful males had invented a form of homosexuality. 

At Valencia, which is most attractive in early summer, we 
chartered a motor-launch to take us out to the Skelligs. These 
islands lie out in the Western Ocean, perhaps six miles from 
the Kerry coast. On June 24th, which was a beautiful day with 
very little wind, we set out. The long Atlantic swell was com- 
fortable and the views magnificent. We passed the Lesser 
Skellig, covered thick with nesting gamnets, gleaming white 
in the sun, and made for the landing-place on Skellig Michael, 
a name which is pronounced something like Vickel. . 

The Skelligs are hill-tops running up from the bed of the 
Atlantic. Michael is about 700 feet high and the Lesser Skellig 
500 feet. They are entirely surrounded by cliffs running almost 
up to their summits in places and the Lesser Skellig seems to 
have hardly any vegetation at all on its top. It might almost 
be a collection of sharp-pointed slag heaps, white in places from 
the guano of the gannets. 

There is no beach on Skellig Michael. You jump from the 
boat on to a ledge of rock. This has been the only landing-place 
for at least twelve hundred years, for a flight of stone slab steps 
leads up from nearby to a monastery on the top, which was 
known to be there in the eighth century. The top of the island 
itself consists of two small peaks, separated by a little grassy 
alp on the coll between. This is perhaps the size of a tennis 
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court and is known as Christ’s Saddle. The monastery is 
deserted now. It was built before the days of the Roman 
Catholic Church in Ireland. It consists of six beehive huts, 
built of dry stone, and a ruined chapel. A low dry-stone wall 
was the only protection the monks had on a dark night from 
falling over the edge of the cliff. I drew a sketch at the time 
which gives some idea of this tiny and remote settlement 
(lig. 7). 

I went up to look at the monastery, which I had long wished to 
acc, while W.S.B. set to work to collect more ‘pill box fodder’ 
in the shape of spiders. It did not take long to examine the 
monastery. The beehive cells were perfect, except that a former 
covering of turves had long since blown away. There were a 
few rough crosses of no particular interest except their great 
antiquity. I wandered away, out of the picture, to the left. Here 
I came on a great slab of stone, thrown across a cleft in the rock 
and overhanging the cliff. This, I thought, must have served 
the same purpose as the pole of a latrine. Some way down the 
cliff and below this slab of rock was a slight ledge, and this was 
covered with a luxuriant crop of stinging nettles. It was per- 
haps a hundred feet below me and six hundred from the sea. 
On many occasions I have located old rubbish dumps, on ex- 
posed coastal sites, by the nettles growing on them. The tempta- 
tion was great. Rubbish shot from the monastery had lodged 
on that ledge and there might be something interesting in it. 
I had done a great deal of cliff climbing in the last twelve years 
and could see that it was perfectly feasible to climb down to the 
ledge. I always carried an old sheath knife in case I wanted to 
dig a small hole to examine something. 

The day was fine and lovely. Far below, between the two 
islands, I could see a little Breton crabber yawl working her 
pots. Her people just stepped over the rail into their dinghies 
and sculled away, standing up, with one oar over the boat’s 
transom. It seemed a long way for them to have come in such a 
little ship, to such a wild and inhospitable coast. Still our 
Breton cousins are fine seamen and doubtless thought little of 
it. You can see their boats today working the reefs far outside 
the fringes of the Hebrides. 

The actual climb down was in shadow for the first fifty feet 
or so. Then one had to traverse sideways and downwards to 
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the left into the sunlight. I did not find it difficult and was not 
bothered by the height above the sea, nor by the idea of falling 
Into it. But when I was about half-way down and preparing to 
traverse into the sunlight, I had a remarkable sensation. Some- 
hody, I felt, was wanting to push me off the cliff. ‘Nonsense,’ I 
thought, and went on with the business. But ten to fifteen feet 
further on, the feeling got so strong that I stopped to think 
about it. “This is absurd,’ I thought. ‘It is a lovely day. I am 
not giddy, or liverish, or anything. There is nothing to prevent 
iy completing the climb.’ All the time I was thinking, the un- 
pleasant sensation was increasing. In the end cowardice won. 
I was faced with something I did not understand and could not 
shake off. I climbed carefully back with the same feeling cling- 
lng to me all the time. On the way I picked a metal disc out of a 
cranny, but it proved to be a modern label off a bale of wool. 
Keeling very ashamed of myself, I sat in the sun on top of the 
cliff and thought the matter over. 

The only possible explanation I could think of at the time was 
that the place itself had the wish and the power to discourage a 
heretic from finding out its secrets. I did not really believe this, 
for supposing such a power could exist, I did not feel that it 
would regard me in that light. Heretic, in the strict Roman 
Catholic sense, I might be, but I have always had considerable 
sympathy with the old Celtic Church, which had founded the 
monastery on the island. The Celtic Church seemed to me to 
have had the right ideas. 

With no real solution in my head, I walked down the short 
distance to Christ’s Saddle, and stood looking out over the sea 
to the north-west. The grass was nibbled short by animals and 
the ground was nearly flat. Something made me think of turn- 
ing round and I was about to do so, when without a sound and 
with no apparent feeling, I was suddenly flung flat on my face 
on the grass. There was no gust of wind, no person, no animal, 
nothing. I was not in the least hurt, but it was an unpleasant 
surprise. 

Thinking it was time to leave an unhealthy locality, I walked 
to the top of the stone steps and saw, about twenty-five feet 
below me, W.S.B. climbing up. ‘Oh, there you are,’ he shouted. 
‘T have just been having a bet with the lighthouse keepers that 
you at any rate would not mind spending a night on the island.’ 
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Up to that moment, I had not known that there was a lighthouse 
on the island. However, although I felt rather mean at letting 
W.S.B. down, I said I would rather go back to dinner in the 
hotel and we returned to the boat. 

It was weak of me, I know, but some things seem rather too 
much of a good thing. As we passed the Little Skellig, it became 
a purple shadow dotted all over with ‘hundreds and thousands’ 
where the nesting gannets, sat on the ledges. A wheeling cloud 
of birds hung above it. ‘You would not land there,’ said the 
boatman. ‘They would take the eyes out of you.’ We did not 
express any incredulity at this statement. 

At dinner, I told W.S.B. something of what had happened, 
which he naturally received with a grin of disbelief. I did not 
blame him. I had done the same about his coat at the Shiants. 
He then said that we must go down to see old so-and-so, whose 
name I had forgotten, who had been up at Cambridge at the 
same time that we were and now was running the Trans- 
atlantic Telegraph to America. 

When he had greeted us, he said, ‘You were out on the 
Skelligs today, weren’t you?—everyone in the west always 
knows what other people are doing—see anything of the ghost ?’ 
W.S.B. did not give me away. ‘What ghost?’ we both asked. 
The story he told was briefly this: During the previous winter, 
a ship had been lost off the Skelligs. When it was all over, the 
lighthouse keepers had gone in to their meal and sat down at 
the table, then the door opened and several pairs of seaboots 
were heard to tramp through it and vanish into the sleeping 
quarters. Since that time, till we went out that day, doors had 
been continually flung open. There were frightful screams and 
cries resounding through the building and other happenings 
which were not described. Two lighthouse keepers had gone 
off their heads and had been removed. 

The story was comparable to the famous hauntings at Frodis 
Water in Iceland as told in the Eyrbyggjar Saga. Here is the 
relevant part of the saga-man’s grim description of the worst 
haunting of all the many in Iceland, as Morris and Magnusson 
translated it: 

“But in the winter a little before Yule, goodman Thorod went 
out to Ness after his stock-fish. There were six of them together 
in a ten-oarer, and they were out there night-long. 
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‘The morning that Thorod and his men went out westaway 
from Ness, they were all lost under Enni; the ship and the fish 
drave ashore there under Enni, but the corpses were not found. 
But when this news was known at Frodiswater, Kiartan and 
Thurid bade their neighbours to the Arvale, and their Yule ale 
was taken and used for the Arvale. But the first evening whenas 
men were at the feast, and were come to their seats, in came 
goodman Thorod and his fellows into the hall, all of them 
dripping wet.’ 

This was by no means the end of the story, which became 
worse as time went on. I have only quoted the part which so 
closely resembles the affair on the Skelligs. We should call the 
Arvale feast a wake today. People did not believe in the extinc- 
tion of their friends at death and a drinking party was held so 
that they should not feel lost and lonely before they became 
accustomed to life in the next world. A wake is held for the 
entertainment of the dead man as much as for his friends. 

I have not been to Frodis Water, although I have been on the 
opposite side of Snaefelsness. I have, however, been into the 
ancient hall at Keldur and can picture the scene at Frodis Water 
well enough. Keldur is a long, low, wooden house, with grass 
growing on the roof. The door-frames inside are cut in the shape 
of low, round-topped Norman arches, and the walls are lined 
with wainscot. Frodis Water, dark with the smoke of the fire, 
which ran lengthwise down the hall, must have been much like 
Keldur, although the latter has been somewhat divided up by 
transverse partitions. 

My story of the Skelligs has a sequel. A few years after the 
Hitler war, I had to give a talk on the B.B.C. about ancient 
voyages to America. A few days later, I had a letter from the 
owner of the Skelligs, asking me if I had ever thought of 
visiting them, as he thought they would interest me. In reply, 
I told him the story, much as I have written it here. Not long 
afterwards, I heard from him again. He told me he had dis- 
cussed my story with three priests and they had produced a 
theory as follows: The Skelligs, they thought, had been a pagan 
sanctuary before the Christian monks took it for their monas- 
tery. The monks had left and the demoniacal powers of darkness 
were loose once more. These powers had wished to get rid of 
me on account of my value to the powers of light. Flattering 
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though this theory is, I very much doubt whether it is the cor- 
rect answer. But I believe the priests to have been right in one 
particular. When Pope Gregory circulated his celebrated in- 
structions in the eighth century, he said that pagan customs, 
which were too deep-rooted to be easily abolished, were to be 
turned round into Christian ones. In this way, several pagan 
gods and goddesses became Christian saints. One of these was 
Lugh, whose name is the Celtic form of Lux, or Lucifer. He 
was Light, or the Sun. Now Lugh was, by a curious twisting of 
beliefs, turned into St. Michael, who was also believed to 
have thrown Lucifer, or Lugh, out of Heaven. It is probable 
then that St. Michael’s name has become attached to the larger 
Skellig for the very reason that it was once a sanctuary of 
Lugh. 

The happenings on the Skelligs, however, really come under 
the heading of poltergeist. Much has been written about this 
subject, for a poltergeist is a real trouble. In past ages it was a 
malevolent demon. They are still found today all over the 
world and have been studied with considerable care. A polter- 
geist is an invisible force, either without a mind behind it, or 
a mind so small that its actions appear to be completely irra- 
tional. Poltergeists throw material objects about, move con- 
siderable weights, produce apports from somewhere else, make 
noises and even start fires. 

The results coliected by many observers show that most 
cases of poltergeist are found in association with some living 
person who is not quite normal and is often on the verge of 
becoming adult. This much has been realized for a long time; 
but many still think that the mind of the individual concerned 
is linked with that of some sub-human personality. The force 
used to handle the objects which are thrown about and so on, 
has only recently been demonstrated scientifically to exist by 
Professor J. B. Rhine, of Duke University, North Carolina, in 
his experiments with dice. It is known as psychokinesis. But 
psychokinesis is only a form of a much more widespread 
force which is known from de la Warr’s experiments as 
resonance. The most ordinary example of resonance, with which 
many people are familiar, is water-divining. Resonance appears 
to be akin to electro-magnetics, but is not able to work without 
the linkage of a human mechanism to it. It may be that reson- 
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ance is human or living electro-magnetism. At any rate I have 
taught myself to be quite efficient at water-divining and have also 
been able to show that it is possible to study fields of force with 
nothing more elaborate than a hazel fork in my hand. The 
atudy of all this is in its infancy and the dead weight of scepti- 
cism, from those who were educated before the force was 
recogrtized, has to be eliminated before the real origin of a 
poltergeist is known. It seems clear, however, that it will 
probably be unnecessary to call in any discarnate spirits to 
account for the phenomena. These will follow the natural laws 
of resonance, whatever they may prove to be. Professor Rhine 
has, however, clearly demonstrated that the mind has an extra 
muscular power of doing things. He has also shown by practical 
experiment that telepathy, which is a kind of wireless com- 
munication between two minds, can also be demonstrated to 
exist. Its existence was well known to thousands before the 
experiments were made; but it now becomes a respectable 
subject for professional scientists to study. 

Neither telepathy nor psychokinesis was an accepted idea 
at the time of the happenings on the Skelligs; still less were 
these faculties recognized when W.S.B. lost his coat. Now they 
have filtered through to the scientific mind and we can use 
them to attempt to explain the otherwise inexplicable. 

Poltergeist phenomena appear to involve both telepathy and 
psychokinesis. Objects are moved, and noises are made, by 
the power of the mind alone. The generally held theory, how- 
ever, is that a second and more primitive mind is also involved, 
which gives the orders to the semi-adult, or neurotic, mind of 
what we may call the operator. 

If we take the case of the Skelligs, we can easily see that the 
shock of the loss of the vessel off the island and the horror felt 
at the drowning of the crew may have had a damaging effect 
on the mind of one of the onlookers. There seems no reason for 
doubting that the disaster to the boat from Frodis Water and 
the plague which followed it had the same effect on one of the 
Inmates of that Icelandic Hall. For what it is worth, I think 
that the poltergeist effects arose from that damaged mind in 
each case and there is no need for calling in a second and sub- 
human one. We know experimentally that one sane mind 
can affect the fall of dice in the manner it requires; Heaven 
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alone knows, as yet, what can be done by the subconscious of 
a deranged one. 

Times are changing fast. Before long the study of telepathy 
and psychokinesis will have become commonplace. The work 
of a few courageous people is breaking through the Victorian 
crust of science and the taint of superstition is going from the 
research workers on the so-called supernatural. Once this dog- 
matic old skin has been thrown off, great strides will be made 
in the study of such things as fairies: and ghosts. Innumerable 
people have seen ghosts; but only a few brave ones have had 
the courage to study them. The stigma, however, should rest 
on those dogmatic scientists who, when confronted with a mass 
of information, supplied by obviously reliable witnesses, just 
shrug it off and give it as their opinion that such things cannot 
be. These men have been left behind as the pursuit of knowledge 
advances. A whole new force is being brought to light and they 
cannot see that it exists. 

It may not be a great achievement to prove that something 
exists when all the world knows that it does. But Professor 
Rhine did something which must eventually alter the whole 
complexion of scientific thought. It is scarcely comparable with 
the efforts of the philosopher, I forget who he was, who, after 
years of complicated study, came to the conclusion that ‘there 
is some thinking going on somewhere’! If ghosts do not exist, 
how is it that people see them? The fact is there. It is the 
explanation of why and what and how that people want to know. 

These ghosts may be memory pictures created at some level 
of the observers’ minds. They may be imaginary pictures pro- 
duced in the same way. They may be entities in their own right. 
They may be creatures of this world, or of another, or both. 
These are the points which require study. The question is not 
whether people see ghosts or not. There is ample evidence that 
they do so. The records of the Society for Psychical Research 
are crammed with reports of the seeing, hearing and feeling of 
ghosts. But what is it that they experience? I am not competent 
to make any dogmatic reply to these questions. All that I am 
doing in this book is to present reports of incidents which 
have come under my own observation and examine them. Where 
possible I shall treat them as if I were investigating ordinary 
concrete human mysteries, as little detective exercises so to 
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speak. At the end I shall try to speculate as to what it all means. 
Those who think my observation was at fault and are con- 
vinced that no such things occur, are welcome to their opinions; 
but they are missing something as surely as if they were colour 
blind or tone deaf. 


U 


Chapter Three 


HETHER a true ghoul has ever been recorded in Britain, 

I am unable to say. The termis applied toarevolting form 
of demon, found in Asia, which feeds on corpses. It is not the 
same as the Icelandic troll, who was said to prefer living people. 
I am using the word ‘ghoul’, however, to describe a feeling 
of oppression and horror which is often accompanied by the 
sensation of intense cold. I have met the ghoul on several 
occasions. It is not a premonition, and it is not a ghost, which 
is a visible thing. Neither has it the properties of a poltergeist. 
As far as I am aware, it is never seen, but I may be wrong in 
this, for many ghost stories appear to combine the ghoul and 
the ghost. All that I can say is that I have never experienced 
the two together. 

From 1920 to 1925 my mother had a house in Shropshire 
called Little Ness. It was close to a medieval church, which 
had a very large burial mound beside it in the churchyard. I 
do not know whether this mound has now been excavated, but 
at the time it was apparently intact. I should think that it was 
either Roman or possibly Anglo-Saxon and not an ordinary 
Bronze Age barrow. 

My mother rented the house and did not own it. Had she 
owned it, I should have tried to persuade her to cut down a 
cedar tree which had been planted much too close to my 
bedroom window. It almost shut all daylight out of the 
room. 

On many occasions, when I went up to bed, I had a most 
unpleasant feeling in this room. It is not easy to describe such 
a sensation. It was not unlike the one I was to have on the 
Skelligs some years later, but there saw no active malice in it. 
It made one feel that it would be nicer to have a light on when 
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trying to go to sleep. One had the idea too that something 
might climb out of the cedar tree and into the room. This was 
confined to the one room. As I sometimes slept in other rooms, 
and was also away for long intervals at Cambridge, I do not 
think that I told my mother more at the time than that I did 
not like the bedroom. Too many other things were always 
happening in those days for me to worry unduly about a feeling 
of creeps when going to bed. Besides it seemed rather absurd 
to complain that one got the horrors in the night. I was ashamed 
of myself for taking any notice of the thing. 

The house was rented from some people in the neighbour- 
hood. I do not suppose that they are still alive, but as their 
relations might not like it, I shall not mention the name. The 
wife was of a nervous disposition and somewhat given to acute 
religious display. At one time they had lived in the house my 
mother rented. There had been a son, of whom his mother had 
been very fond, but he was dead. As a child he had spent a lot 
of time climbing in the cedar tree. The mother was always 
wanting to return to the house, because of her happy memories 
of the boy climbing about in the tree. 

Here we surely have something quite definite. This ghoul 
was clearly a thought projection from the mother’s mind. It 
was the product of strong wishes and memories. The wishes 
were probably coupled with a longing to get ‘those people out 
of my bedroom, so that I can go back to it’. Presumably in her 
mind she could see the boy climbing about in the tree, but I saw 
no picture. It may have been in the tree had I known about her 
wish and looked for it. Perhaps I was not quite on the right 
wave-length and someone else might have seen the boy. All 
that happened to me was to feel a ghoul and this may perhaps 
have been the equivalent of the electric feeling we all felt at 
the point from which I saw the Hole Mill ghost. It was a 
pressure which did not result for me in a picture. 

Two facts emerge from this Little Ness experience. First, I 
was the receiving set. The transmitter was known. Second, the 
broadcast came from a living person and had no connection 
with any possible spirit, unless the boy was anxious for his 
mother to know that he was there. If that were so, however, 
surely he would have made the attempt at the house where his 
mother was actually living. I think we can safely rule him out. 
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This was a ghoul projected by a living person. The evidence 
for this is very good indeed. 

Ghouls then can be produced by the living and perceived by 
people who have no contact with the producer at the time. I do 
not think I ever spoke with this particular lady. They may be 
little more than the telepathic reception of the thoughts of 
others. The feeling of cold, which often accompanies them, may 
be due to the loss of current by the recipient to work his re- 
ceiving set. It seems probable that his ‘battery’ has to work 
harder than usual and perhaps on a rather different frequency 
to the one normally employed. The old method of dispelling 
ghostly phenomena by telling them ‘to depart in the name of 
God’ would correspond to the way of ‘jamming’ a radio broad- 
cast by interjecting nonsense on the same wave-length. I have 
actually found that when neurotic people tire and bore me with 
intense chatter about themselves, I can usually break the ten- 
sion by saying doggerel rhymes to myself in my head over and 
over again. The exhausting flood of talk, with its accompanying 
feeling of strain, tends to falter and dry up. This may be a 
heartless procedure, but ‘charity begins at home’. 

I may be unduly optimistic, but it seems to me that we have 
already made some progress in our search for the meaning of 
ghosts and ghouls. It is not the mechanics of the thing which 
matter most, and my attempts at an explanation are probably 
childish. These can be safely left for others to work out. We 
want to know where these things come from and what they are. 
As yet we have met nothing which postulates interference in 
this world from some other plane of existence. In fact, the 
reverse is the case. All events so far described can be explained 
as originating from living people. Possibly a closer study of 
the events connected with the disappearance of W.S.B.’s coat 
might show who was at the projecting end of that phenomenon. 
The events on the Skelligs are clearly beyond our chances of 
investigation. There are too many personalities involved and 
the phenomena began long before we went out to the island. 
Neither W.S.B. nor myself can therefore have been the trans- 
mitter. I was at the receiving end. The probability is that 
somebody connected with the lighthouse was the projector. 

It is too early, of course, to have any certainty about the 
matter; but one begins to think that some people may always 
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be transmitters and some always receiving sets. I seem to be 
falling into the second category, but one would find it very diffi- 
cult to establish that one was a transmitter. No one would ever 
say to you, ‘You revolting fellow, you make ghosts.’ I know 
two, or three, persons who I feel pretty certain do produce 
ghosts, but I should find it difficult to inform them of this fact. 

The next story I have to tell of a ghoul is one which was 
enacted in just the sort of surroundings which are thought to be 
vexed by such happenings. It took place in one of the old houses 
in the Close of X Cathedral. Canon R., as well as being suc- 
centor, ran the choristers’ school. This was centred in No. 57. 
Some of the boys and masters, however, slept at No. 55 and 
the Masters’ Common Room was there. It was in the winter 
of 1924-5 that what I can only describe as our adventure hap- 
pened. I had dinner at No. 57 with Canon R. and his nephew, 
L.K. L.K., before he joined the Malayan Police and experienced 
much worse adventures at the hands of the Japanese, was a 
junior master at the school. After dinner L.K. suggested that 
he and I should go over to the Common Room and have a yarn 
with M.M., who was then a master at the school and is now 
well known as a broadcaster and author. 

As you went into the door of No. 55 and passed into the hall, 
there was a room on either side with windows facing on to the 
green. The one on the left was the Common Room. The one 
on the right was then, if I remember right, a classroom, but 
when I saw it again, many years later, it had become a very 
attractive drawing-room, with panelled walls painted in pale 

reen. Facing the front door and at the end of the rather narrow 
Fall, was a small classroom with little in it save a blackboard 
and a large crucifix hanging on the wall. To the left, at the 
inner end of the hall, beyond the Common Room, was a broad 
and fine oak staircase. I suppose it was a Queen Anne stair, 
but I forget the exact period. 

L.K. and I went into the Common Room and there we found 
M.M., sitting at the table with a glass of port in front of him, 
but looking acutely miserable. ‘Whatever is the matter, M.?’ 
we asked. Hardly raising his head when he looked up, he replied, 
‘The ghoul is on the stairs again.’ I had heard some mention 
of a ghost in 55, but as most of the houses in the Close, including 
57, are supposed to have ghosts in them, I had not taken much 
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notice. L.K. and I, however, were intrigued to hear that the 
ghost was actually there, and, abandoning M. to his port, went 
out to see for ourselves. We were at once confronted with what 
I can only describe as a wall of icy cold at the foot of the stairs. 
There was more to it than cold. It was actively unpleasant. I 
have only met such sudden cold in Melville Bay on the west 
coast of Greenland, when the motor-boat in which I was sitting 
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Fig. 8. Diagram, not to scale and from memory, of part of the house 

with the ‘ghoul’ on the stairs: (A) Hall; (B) Common Room; 

(C) Stairs; (D) Classroom, with Crucifix X; (E) Classroom; 
(F) Passage. Our line of advance is indicated. 


passed from sunlight into the shadow of an iceberg. At one 
moment the sun was streaming on to you and you were en- 
joying the glittering beauty of the bergs; at the next, an icy 
hand seemed to grip the whole of your body. This feeling at the 
bottem of the stairs was much like that, but there was a feeling 
of misery with it too. 

I look at L.K. and he grinned at me. We both stepped on the 
first tread of the stairs together. The electric light was on. 
There was nothing unusual to be seen. The ghoul retreated 
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before us. We took a second step and it went back again. In 
this way we pushed it on to the landing above and to the foot 
of a second flight of stairs. Step by step, we pushed it up this 
flight of stairs also and then we had it cornered at the very top 
of the house with only one more step to take. I know we were 
both frightened then. We expected some revolting horror to 
materialize and confront us. We linked arms and took the last 
step. Instantly the thing was behind us, lower down. We had 
no fear of it then. We just hustled it down the two flights of 
stairs again and at the bottom it slipped back behind us to con- 
tinue its vigil. We went into the Common Room, rather green 
about the gills, and demanded glasses of port. 

We held a council for some minutes and discussed this extra- 
ordinary business. All three of us had felt the ghoul and we were 
all agreed that it was not the kind of thing to have in a school. 
‘There seemed to be only one answer, the ‘old man’ (he can’t 
have been much over fifty) must be fetched to throw the ghoul 
out of the house at once. We went over in a body and found 
him. He must fetch his bell, Book, candle, holy water and what- 
ever else was necessary and lay the ghost that night. But he 
was unwilling to come. The poor man probably had none of 
the ingredients handy, except the Book. I’m afraid we did not 
think of this and took rather a poor view of the matter. How- 
ever, he promised to go through the proper performance next 
day and we did not press it further. We did, however, learn 
one thing. He was the person who had hung up the crucifix in 
the little room at the end of the hall; because this was the place 
where the traditional ghost was believed to reside. 

I was not present at the exorcism. We heard that it had been 
performed in every room of the house, except one bathroom, 
which led out of a bedroom where a master slept. L.K. and I 
were all for more active measures. We thought something 
must be hidden at the end of the hall to account for the trouble. 
We sounded the room with the crucifix and found a space 
between this and the room to its right. That is directly opposite 
the Common Room across the hall. With considerable trouble 
and excitement, we removed a section of the panelling from 
the wall. There was indeed a space between the two rooms, 
but it would have been a tight fit for a full-size corpse and there 
was no skeleton in it We did, however. find a few mother-of- 
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pearl spilikins and counters. These were confiscated by the 
‘old man’, but I am sure they did not pay for the cost of putting 
the room to rights after our assault. They were old ones, how- 
ever, and were nicely carved. 

This was the end of my share in the story. I heard the sequel 
from L.K. weeks later, but have no reason for thinking that it 
is in any way distorted: A new master came to the school a 
while before these events. He was in Orders. He was put to 
sleep in the bedroom next to the unexorcized bathroom. Soon 
after his arrival, he came down to breakfast, looking green and 
ghastly. He at once recounted a terrible dream he had had in 
the night. He described how, in his sleep, he had seen the bath- 
room door opening and a horrible hairy figure emerge from it. 
But, as it came into the bedroom, Canon R. appeared and held 
a kind of sheet in front of it. And the worst thing of all was that 
the creature was friendly. After this the new master carried out 
his own exorcism, following a different drill book. This was 
too much for the ghoul, who gave up the contest and left the 
house. The last I heard of it was a report that it was still lurk- 
ing in a passageway outside where the school maids kept their 
bicycles. 

Now this story goes much further than any of the others I 
have told so far. In its entirety it seems scarcely possible that 
this ghoul can have been the product of any living person’s 
mind, even if he were mentally unbalanced. The whole thing 
was not only unusual; it was very complicated. How could any- 
one have imagined the vicissitudes of his ‘dream-child’? The 
thing, whatever it was, seems like an entity in its own right. It 
appears to take one clean out of the range of ordinary human 
life into something quite fantastic. Just as it appears convincing 
that the Little Ness ghoul was the projection from the mind of 
a living person, so one would have thought from the evidence 
that the ghoul at No. 55 was not. It sounds like something 
from another kind of existence altogether; a sub-human thing 
perhaps, the kind of mind which might have been the agent 
behind a poltergeist and tried to push me off the Shelligs, or 
haunted Frodis Water. Perhaps I am quite wrong and some 
psychiatrist will tell me that things of this sort are as common 
as periwinkles on a beach in the minds of his patients. Whether 
they are or not, we will examine the story a little more closely. 
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The first point which sticks out of the tangle of facts is 
surely that it is rather rash to assume that the sequel has any 
direct connection with the ghoul on the stairs. It was a dream, 
in any case, and was not subject to direct observation. There is 
no reason to think that the contents of the dream were different 
to what was stated. It was just not observed by somebody in a 
waking state. Let us detach the sequel from the observed facts 
and return to it later. 

Once the grim, hairy, friendly figure is removed, we are left 
with a ghoul of much the same general type as the one at Little 
Ness, and it seems possible to follow its development. Here the 
first thing is that there was a traditional ghost in that room at 
the end of the passage. We have no idea of what form that ghost 
took; but it is evident that the Canon thought it would be a 
nuisance to have about the school and hung up the crucifix in 
the hope that it would be dissuaded from appearing again. 
Others may not agree with me, but I think that the hanging up 
of a crucifix would not have any effect on a ghost at all. You 
need some active jamming effect to interrupt the transmission. 
It would be more use to say ‘Go away’, as a small boy is said 
to have done to a grey lady, who appeared in his nursery, at 
Little Downham vicarage years ago. According to his father, 
who helped me to eat my sandwiches after digging some Bronze 
Age burial urns out of a gravel pit, she took offence and was 
never seen again. 

I do not think the crucifix had anything to do with it, but I 
do think that somebody believed it would do so and had a 
positive horror of going up the stairs and meeting it, hanging 
about outside the door of the room from which it had been 
banished. 

Quite a number of persons must have known what was being 
done with the crucifix. One of these, a living person, projected 
a feeling of cold horror into the house and I think it must have 
been someone whose business took him frequently right up 
to the top of the house. Otherwise it would have slipped behind 
us at the head of the first flight of stairs. 

There was, I think, no connection between the traditional 
ghost and the ghoul on the stairs, except the fear in the mind 
of somebody who knew why the crucifix had been hung up. 
The ghoul was an entirely new entity. Many people will think 
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I am writing nonsense, but I think it was given some rudi- 
mentary existence of its own. Otherwise I do not see how it 
could have moved about when L.K. and I walked at it. Some 
kind of substance seems to be created by thought, which can 
interrupt the passage of light. The imagination and fear of the 
projector of this ghoul was so strong that he, or she, endowed 
the ghoul with some semblance of individuality. There are 
numerous recorded cases of ghosts, projected by living persons, 
whichhave the power of locomotion. The projectors, in fact, have 
succeeded in ‘creating’ to a limited extent by the power of their 
minds. The ghoul was a real creation, as far as it went, but of 
course it was ephemeral. 

When the Canon was known to have performed his exorcism, 
the frightened person soon heard about it: or may even have 
seen it being done. Being convinced that a crucifix would drive 
a ghost out of a room, this person would be even more sure 
that the exorcism would cause it to leave the house. Nothing 
had been done, however, to make it leave the neighbourhood 
and so it must be still hanging about outside. 

Taking this story like any ordinary puzzle, we seem to have 
two pointers as to who the frightened person may have been. 
It was somebody who frequented the top of the house, and it 
was somebody who knew where the maids kept their bicycles. 
It seems highly probable that it was one of the school maids. 
The story of the sequel now needs to be examined. We are 
not told whether the new master was given a detailed account 
of what had happened before his arrival. It would have been 
remarkable, however, if some kind person had not told him about 
it and added something like ‘I hope you will sleep well in there 
and nothing will come out of the bathroom. The Canon forgot 
to sprinkle holy water in there, you know.’ Men being what they 
are, this is almost certain to have happened. But, even if it did 
not, there was nothing to prevent the master getting the idea 
by telepathy. At least one of his colleagues was a sensitive. 

What followed was, I think, as the man had said himself, a 
dream. This dream was a combination, after the manner of 
dreams, of more than one apprehension. The first apprehension 
was that something horrible might come out of the bathroom. 
The second, I fancy, can be identified also. All this affair had 
taken place not long after a gruesome story had been going 
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the rounds. I had heard it myself at Cambridge and it had inter- 
ested a large number of people and given rise to a lot of talk. 
The incident was said to have taken place on Dartmoor. A man was 
riding a motor-bicycle from Postbridge towards the Moreton- 
hampstead area, when a huge pair of hairy hands appeared 
from nowhere, seized his handlebars, and drove the machine 
off the road. This was generally believed to be proof of the 
existence of ‘elemental spirits’, and other stories from the same 
area were told in confirmation of this one. These hairy hands 
were, I think, the idea at the back of the hairy figure in the 
master’s dream. What more revolting object could have been 
expected to come out of the bathroom than a hairy owner of 
hairy hands? 

This is all rather tame and disappointing, but I must stick to 
my original thesis that the supernatural will conform to natural 
laws, even if we do not know the laws as yet. I am not saying 
that visitations do not come from other levels of existence; but 
where phenomena can be explained in terms of this world, 
then such an explanation is to be preferred to one which calls 
In manifestations from another. If such other-level manifesta- 
tions are shown to occur, then these also will follow the natural 
laws, which control the whole universe. They will not be 
totally incomprehensible, even in terms of the little we know 
already. 


Chapter Four 


HE next affair would almost make a saga in itself, and 
Laie some of the events probably have no relation to 
the others, I shall try to tell them all as a connected whole. 
There may be some connection throughout which I have been 
unable to detect. 

It began in the summer of 1924, a number of months before 
the affair on the stairs of No. 55 at X. The surroundings are 
more or less the same, although the main event took place in 
No. 57 and not in No. 55. I was staying with Canon and Mrs. R. 
For some reason, which I cannot now remember, I went with 
Mrs. R. to see a relative of hers who was reputed to be fore- 
sighted. As we left the house, after the call, and were standing 
outside it in the sun, Mrs. R. asked her cousin to tell her for- 
tune. The cousin was obviously reluctant to do this; but, on 
being pressed, took her hand and looked at it. I was not paying 
much attention to this, but I distinctly noticed what she said, 
which was very short and to the point. It ran something like 
this, “All I can tell you is that you will shortly be going on a 
long journey, quite unexpectedly.’ Then they parted. 

Not long after this, I went back to Cambridge to help Sir 
Cyril Fox (he was Dr. Fox in those days) with the excavation 
of a Romano-British cemetery. This was at Guilden Morden, 
some twenty miles to the south-west of the university. 

This was the first excavation of its kind I had taken part in 
and it went on for several years. Although Cyril Fox was in 
charge of it on this occasion, I was made to take the notes and 
measurements. Subsequently I had to make the plan. It kept me 
quite busy. We used to take packing-cases of skeletons back to 
Cambridge, where they were to be examined by Dr. W. L. H. 
Duckworth at the anatomy school. Each skeleton had a card 
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with it with its number. It was no fault of ours that one of the 
lab boys at the anatomy school kept tame rabbits in the place 
where the skeletons were stored and all the labels became con- 
fused by their efforts. In future cemetery excavations, I always 
took care to put the numbers on the bones themselves. This is 
only of interest if the skeletons had, as I doubt, anything to do 
with the subsequent events. We can never tell now which 
skeleton to suspect. We had two cars, and drove out on differ- 
ent days, more or less in turn. I brought back any small objects 
found with the burials, to draw them as illustrations for the 
report. 

We ran into trouble fairly soon after the excavation had 
begun. Returning to Cambridge with a load of bones, and near 
to Foxton station, my car, which was only a few weeks old, 
seized up its back axle and came to a grinding stop. We got 
back to Cambridge somehow and not best pleased. The garage 
informed me that, although the car was nearly new, the oil 
had all run out owing to a flaw in the casting. I told them to 
repair it and get me a different make. We then went to work 
using Cyril’s car, till a new one was available for me. It was 
not long before his car also was in trouble. We were unable 
to continue working for several days, until my new one 
arrived. 

When the new one did arrive, looking bright and efficient, 
we started off again. We had to travel slowly, of course, until 
it was run in. For about three trips, all went well. Then, 
returning from a day’s work, with a load of several boxes of 
grinning skeletons, we were running slowly down the curving 
slope between Royston and Melbourn. I had just passed a 
woman with a baby in a pram when I felt the steering had gone. 
Treading on and pulling brakes, I brought the car to a stop—it 
was only moving at about thirty miles an hour. It sat down 
quite quietly on its axle, for there was no front wheel on the 
near side. It just was not there. The woman passed us without 
even noticing anything had happened. Cyril ejaculated ‘My 
God, Tom,’ but we were not even shaken. We left the car, 
with its bare axle on the grass verge and its passengers still 
in their boxes and managed to get a bus back to Cambridge. 
It is not a good plan to leave skulls within reach of East Angli- 
ans. For some reason, they have a passion for pulling out the 
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teeth. I believe they are thought to be a charm against rheuma- 
tism. I have known a box, waiting to be collected from a dig, 
to have every single tooth stripped from half a dozen skulls. 
However, on this occasion, we did not care what happened to 
the skeletons. We were really rather daunted by this triple series 
of minor disasters. A rule was made from that time on that, if 
the anatomy school wanted human skeletons, it could transport 
them in its own ‘ Death Cart’ in future. 

When the third car came to be examined, it was found that 
there was no split pin inside the hub cap to prevent the nuts 
from unscrewing on the axle when the car was reversed. It had 
been reversed on the field where we were excavating and the 
nuts almost unscrewed. On the first long downhill curve, the 
wheel had just been dragged off. By making a good deal of 
fuss, we had a new car for nothing, and the excavation was 
resumed. 

Now this may seem rather too much of a series of coinci- 
dences. We certainly thought so at the time and others told us 
that their cars had broken down when they were transporting 
skeletons. In fact, one professor, on hearing that we were 
excavating a cemetery, asked me whether I had had trouble 
with my car. He expected it. One does not have to be unduly 
superstitious to think that there was something odd about it 
all, and that the experience was not worth repeating. But this 
was not the end of it. 

I had bought a house outside Cambridge, on the bank of the 
old Roman Canal, the Car Dyke. Friends told me I ought to 
get drunk and sit beside the canal in the moonlight to see the 
Roman barges passing by. I did not take their advice, but the 
next year I cut a section over the silted-up canal bed. There 
was only one spot available, straight down a garden path, and 
it landed right on top of a pagan Anglo-Saxon hut on what 
must have been the old towing-path. As we had no idea at that 
time what kind of houses were lived in by the pagans of East 
Anglia, this was just as good as seeing the barges. 

Mfrs. R. came up from X to help with the move into the new 
house. I was still digging at Guilden Morden and, the day 
before the move, brought back a finger bone from a woman’s 
hand with a ring on it, so that I could draw it for an illustra- 
tion. Mrs. R. asked me what I was drawing and I showed it to 
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her. She stepped back, horrified, remarking as she did so, ‘How 
very unlucky.’ 

We moved in the next day. After the vans had left, and we 
were beginning to get things straightened up, she had an 
apoplectic fit and died almost as soon as the doctors reached 
her. This was a pretty devastating thing to happen in the middle 
of a move. 

Canon R. was rung up and told. He arrived by car next day. 
Two days later, after arrangements had been made for the 
funeral at X, I drove him back there. On arrival, we found 
L.K.’s mother, the Canon’s sister, already in No. 57. 

After cleaning up and changing, the three of us sat down to 
dinner. The Canon sat at one end of the table with his sister on 
his right, and I was put in his dead wife’s chair at the other end. 
In spite of everything, I was by no means in a dejected frame of 
mind, nor particularly tired. 

We had hardly begun dinner when a perfectly horrible 
thing happened. I have had many shocks and unpleasant experi- 
ences of one kind or another, but this was indescribably awful. 
I was suddenly sat on and enclosed by someone I could not see. 
I think I must have been brought up pretty tough, one was 
Never supposed to show one’s feelings, however critical a 
altuation might be. Canon R. never noticed anything odd at all. 
But I must have looked white, or shaken, for after dinner his 
alater took me aside and said, “Something happened to you at 
dinner, didn’t it?’ ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘it was frightful.’ ‘It will be all 
right after the funeral,’ she went on. And so it was. Fortunately 
there were not many more meals before that took place. When 
It was over, everything cleared away. There was no trace of it 
ever again. 

Here are a whole number of curious happenings, some of which 
are related to one another, others which may be pure coincidence. 

The first incident is the telling of Mrs. R.’s fortune in X. 
The teller must have known quite well what sort of unexpected 
journey was going to be taken. It was not just the journey to 
Cambridge, for that was already anticipated. This warning was 
given weeks and not even days before its fulfilment. One must 
surely assume therefore that not only was telepathy involved, 
but also that there is some flaw in our conception of time, or 
that the events in our lives are rigidly fixed, There appears to 
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be no way of getting out of this. This monkeying with time 
cuts at the very root of the doctrine of Free Will and, until the 
correct answer is found, is bound to leave much religious 
teaching hanging in suspense. Yet precognition has already 
been scientifically proved by Professor Rhine’s experiments. 

It had been demonstrated really convincingly many years 
before by Dunne in his careful examination of his dreams. In 
his Experiment with Time, he showed plainly that some of these 
were compounded of past and future memories. Although his 
arguments based on these observations have not generally 
been accepted as correct, there is no doubt that the actual thesis, 
of future mind pictures being recorded in dreams, is correct. 
Anyone who can be bothered to record and study their dreams 
will find that this is so, even if some of the future thoughts may 
be very trivial. 

The curious sequence of misfortunes which happened to the 
cars in which we were transporting skeletons from Guilden 
Morden would seem to be pure coincidence, were it not for 
another story which I will tell later. I will leave this for the 
moment, for it is, I fancy, quite distinct from the main stream 
of events. It is otherwise, however, with the second premoni- 
tion. When the finger bone with the ring on it was shown to 
Mrs. R., she at once became what is known in the Celtic world 
as ‘fey’. She may have subconsciously remembered her previous 
warning and seen some significance to herself in the ring on the 
dead woman’s finger; there was no time for thinking anything 
out at all. Yet she obviously regarded these objects, which 
were of quite common occurrence in the archaeological world, 
as messengers of fate. As an archaeologist, I thought nothing 
of them. They were just objects, and not very interesting ones 
at that, which had to be drawn for publication. 

Twice, then, I was present when Mrs. R. was apparently 
given warning of her approaching death, and it fell to my lot 
to find her lying on the floor after she had had her stroke. One 
does not know how these premonitions work, but it is hard to 
explain them away in terms of anything we yet know. The 
simplest explanation may perhaps be the best and they may be 
actually sent by some entity on another plane. I do not like to 
call in outside interference, but it is hard to avoid it in cases 
such as these. 
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The final episode in this unpleasant list was much the worst 
of them for me. It is a well-known fact that in many lands there 
is a strong belief that people after death remain a few days in 
their familiar earthly surroundings. Their spirits are thought 
to be tied to the earth until their bodies are buried. This belief 
Is at least as old as Homer’s Odyssey. Those who hold this idea 
would see in the events at No. 57 an obvious confirmation of 
this belief. Mrs. R.’s spirit, they would say, was puzzled by her 
sudden death in spite of the two warnings. She would not 
believe that she was dead and would be both puzzled and 
annoyed to find me sitting in her chair at meals. This is plausible, 
and may be in part correct, but I do not think that it is entirely 
so. Surely not even the most obtuse spirit, and Mrs. R. was far 
from being that, would have failed to observe the transport of 
her body from Cambridge to X, and having returned to X and 
observed that we obviously could not see her, would have 
remained obstinately sitting in the same volume of space as one 
of the people in the room. This explanation is not reasonable 
as it stands, and since it is not reasonable, we must see if we 
can find one which is. 

We have seen reason for thinking that to produce a ghoul, 
or a ghost, it is necessary to have at least two human machines 
tuned in together. That is the minds of two people must be 
linked by resonance. One is the projector and the other the 
receiver. But it also seems probable that some third mind can 
at times use the transmitting apparatus of the projector without 
his being aware of it. 

Canon R. had had a great shock and was still rather bemused 
by the magnitude of the disaster which had befallen him. There 
he was, sitting at the end of the table, thinking consciously or 
unconsciously of his missing wife. He probably did not see me 
at all for most of the meal. He was seeing her in memory. He may 
have projected this unconsciously to my receiving set, thus 
producing a ghoul, or, and I think this may be the more probable 
explanation, her mind may have attempted to use his trans- 
mitter to let us know that she was still in existence. Her only 
link was a telepathic one with his mind. She could not see us, 
but she knew that he was there and she tried to use him to 
project her, so that he could see her. The cases of persons 
aceing their closest relative or friend directly after death, or 
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within a day or two of it, are so numerous that it seems hard to 
doubt that this form of manifestation is frequently attempted. 
If this explanation is anywhere near the truth, then Canon R. 
did not produce whatever it was that sat on me, he only pro- 
jected it. He was the engineer in the B.B.C., but not the writer 
of the script; at one time I thought he did both, but now I am 
inclined to this view. Of course it would not be reasonable to 
suggest it at all, if there were no other evidence for the survival 
of personality after bodily death. There is, however, a mass of 
such evidence which approaches quite near to proof. 

Perhaps we are nearing a stage when it may be possible to 
formulate a theory. This might run something like this: Ghouls, 
that is feelings of horror and oppression, not occasioned by any 
ostensible material cause, are, like poltergeists, frequently the 
subconscious productions of human minds when in an emotional 
condition. These manifestations are transmitted telepathically 
by resonance from one mind to another. 

There may well be many grades of ghoul, ranging from a 
slight feeling of discomfort to full-blooded horror. In fact this 
is evidently the case. What we have not yet appreciated is the 
capability of the human transmitting and receiving set. I am 
not denying the existence of personalities surviving bodily 
death. I am simply suggesting that many of the unpleasant 
phenomena which worry and frighten mankind and are known 
as supernatural are in reality the result of unconscious trans- 
mitting by people still in this life. They may, or may not, be 
assisted, or even displaced, by transmissions through their 
machines by entities on another plane. If one knew this, and 
realized what was happening, it should be quite easy to ‘jam’ 
the transmission and not to suffer any discomfort at all. On none 
of the occasions so far described had I any inkling of the 
possible cause, nor any idea of how it might be interrupted. I 
was still under the domination of traditional superstition in 
spite of years of training in scientific thought. But this scientific 
thought did not even recognize the existence of the phenomena, 
which were and are so obvious to a multitude of observers. 
It was completely useless as a guide to behaviour in such cir- 
cumstances. I have had to become my own guinea-pig and do 
my thinking from my own observations on what happens to 
this guinea-pig. Readers may not believe that the observations 

54 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


were correct, for they can have little proof that they were. You 
cannot easily weigh and measure an unexpected feeling of 
horror. In the same way they can have little proof that Dunne 
ever dreamt his dreams. Neither need we believe that all their 
observations are necessarily correct. You must have some 


trust in the reliability of observers or you can get no way at 


all.’ 
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Chapter Five 


I HAVE already told the story of our adventures with cars 
and skeletons during the first year of excavations at Guilden 
Morden. In later years when I continued the excavations there, 
I had a digging hut in which the bones were stored and not 
removed till the end of the season. We never transported them 
ourselves, and no further trouble was experienced. We learnt 
quite a lot of interesting things about the former inhabitants 
of that part of Cambridgeshire. Details were recovered which 
confirmed many records in ancient saga and chronicle. We 
found the coins put in dead persons’ mouths to pay Charon’s 
fare across the Styx. There were bells at the ankles of children 
to scare away evil spirits. Lamps were found which had been 
left burning in the graves to light the dead through their dark 
passage. Shoes, which the Vikings knew as ‘Hell shoes’, were 
found put beside the ashes of the corpse for its spirit journey 
(Fig. 9). Food—eggs, meat and oysters—was included for the 
same journey. Above all there were signs that the Romano- 
Britons at Guilden Morden had been afraid of the return of the 
ghosts of the dead (Fig. 10). Several skeletons were found 
with their heads off, which in Norse tradition ensured that the 
ghost would not walk. One of these, an arthritic old woman who 
could hardly have even hobbled without great pain, had her 
head cut off apparently as she lay on her side on her death-bed. 
Another carline, found at the time of the car accidents, had been 
buried in a remarkable manner, presumably for the same reason. 
The grave had been dug into the chalk in the normal way and 
on one side the chalk had been deeply undercut so that the body 
was covered by chalk rock, lying in a niche. The side of this 
niche had then been rammed tight with rubble and the grave 
filled in beside it. We can then be reasonably sure that the 
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Fig. 9. Evidence for belief in a future life 
among Britons: 


Top: Cremation burial of c. a.p. 150. 
(A) Urn with ashes. 

(B) Jar of drink. 

(C) Platter of food. 

(D) Iron lamp for journey. 

(E) Hobnails from 10-inch boots for 

journey. 

Bottom: Man’s burial of c. a.p. 50 with 
wine jar, drinking cup and platter with 
four mutton chops. 


Both from Guilden Morden, Cambridge- 
shire. 
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people who buried these dead had a firm belief in survival and 
in ghosts, which they dreaded. With this as a background, we 
will study a second series of coincidences also connected with 
Cambridge. 


Fig. 10. Steps taken by Romano-Britons to prevent ghosts walking. 

Drawn from sketches in my excavation note-books. All from the 

cemetery at Guilden Morden, Cambridgeshire. 

(A) Woman’s skeleton buried beneath the chalk rock in an undercut 
grave. Rubble replaced and rammed tight against the body. 

(B) Man’s skeleton, decapitated and with head replaced on chest. 

(C) Small elderly arthritic woman. Head apparently cut off after 
death and replaced at the feet. This woman was almost incapable of 
walking and consequently, perhaps, bad-tempered. 


It was many years before the Hitler war, in the days when 
Louis Clarke ran the Museum of Archaeology and Ethnology 
as a kind of international club. He had an interest in excavations 
all over the world. You never knew what he would manage to 
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weedle out of people for the museum. He would play bridge 
for nights on end with people who bored him, just to persuade 
them to part with one dull pot or flint implement. 

One day he came into the museum, put his hand into his 
pocket, and pulled out something which looked like four puppy 
biscuits joined with string. He dropped them on his desk. 
‘What are those nasty-looking objects?’ we asked. ‘An Afri- 
can witch-doctor’s bones,’ was the answer. Louis had been 
given them by a friend who wanted to get rid of them because 
another friend from whom they had come had died in an unfor- 
tunate way after taking them from the witch-doctor. This was 
all for the moment. The bones lay on Louis’s desk. They were 
perhaps inch-and-a-half-wide rectangles, cut from the ribs of 
some large animal. They were about four inches long and a 
quarter of an inch thick. Their ornamentation consisted of a 
few geometrical patterns cut with a knife on their flat sides and 
they were pierced through their sides transversely by four 
holes, through which strings had been passed to join them 
together. They looked dirty and not very interesting. There 
they lay on Louis’s desk, waiting to be given a number and 
entered in the accession book. While they were lying there, 
the rather startling news was learnt that the person who had 
given them to Louis had been accidentally poisoned, through 
the piercing of an abscess during some minor operation, and 
had died very suddenly. There was some minor chatter about 
the potency of witch-doctor’s magic amongst the fairly wide 
circle of persons working in the museum; but the matter was 
not really taken seriously and was forgotten in a day or two. 
Within about a week, however, a man, indirectly connected 
with the place, came in with a second set of bones. They were 
as nearly identical with the first lot as two hand-made sets of 
bones are likely to be. Even the criss-cross cuts on the flat 
surfaces were much the same. They were evidently made to a 
traditional pattern and are probably used by the Mau-Mau 
today. The man was rather embarrassed, but said that after 
what he had heard about the first set, he felt he would rather 
not have this other lot in his possession and thought they would 
be better in the museum. Louis seemed really pleased to have 
two sets. They were put side by side on a table, so that all 
could see how alike they were, and a friend of mine was put on 
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to make drawings of them. Not long after this, the man who 
had brought in the second pair could not be awakened in his 
rooms one morning. As he answered no calls, thumps, or 
rattling of the door, this was eventually forced open. It was 
found to be locked on the inside and the man was dead. He had 


Fig. 11. Romano-British belief in magic. Magician’s wand 

with bronze phallic pendant dangling from an iron chain. 

This wand was used with force, for the bronze ferrule is 

much dented. From a man’s grave at Guilden Morden, 

Cambridge. Iron chain, thumb ring and stick restored. The 

length of the wand is not known. It had an iron ferrule 
at the other end. 


apparently been practising tricks of the Houdini type. Locking 
the door to prevent interruption, he had tied himself up and 
then accidentally fallen face downwards on a cushion, which had 
suffocated him. There was no possibility of this being anything 
but an accident in the ordinary sense of the word. He had 


accidentally killed himself. It was, however, subsequently 
divulged that the man who had originally obtained this second 
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set of bones had also come to an untimely end in rather dis- 
tressing circumstances. My friend, who was drawing the two 
sets, was not very happy about going on with it. 

Of course, some vital information is missing. We do not 
know how either set of bones was obtained. One rather gathered 
that the witch-doctors had not been willing to part with them. 
Neither is it known what purpose these bones served in the 
witch-doctors’ ritual. But there is reason to think that their 
use is very old indeed. When Sir Cyril Fox excavated a Bronze 
Age barrow at Beacon Hill, on the road between Newmarket 
and Barton Mills, a set of four rectangular rib bones was 
found beside a cremation burial (Fig. 12). They were pierced 
for strings in exactly the same manner as the African examples 
and doubtless served the same purpose. If this was the only 
example suggestive of witch-doctoring in the Bronze Age in 
Britain, we might regard it as an accidental resemblance; but, 
years later, I found another witch-doctor’s burial at Snailwell 
in a barrow about six miles distant from the other. In this case 
the ashes were enclosed in a large urn, set upside down in a 
neat circular hole in the chalk (Fig. 13). Beside the urn a bag 
had been placed, and amid the contents of the vanished bag were 
two bone tubes, which are identical to similar objects put up 
the nostrils of witch-doctors to disguise their voices. A mem- 
brane, sometimes of spider’s web, is tied over one end of the 
tube, which turns it into a kind of resonator. The magician then 
speaks with the supposed voice of a spirit. The cut at one end 
of the tube, which had been used to secure the membrane in 
place with a thread, was still visible. My witch-doctor had also 
a set of pointed bones, like awls, with eyelet holes bored at 
the thicker end. One of these was not pierced. These were 
evidently for use in drawing lots. There were also three beauti- 
fully made flint knives, fresh and very sharp. I cut my finger to 
the bone on one of them, when getting it out. A coincidence, 
no doubt, which had not occurred to me before, and possibly 
remarkable in the circumstances. Professor J. G. D. Clark was 
helping me when this happened. 

We can of course dismiss all these stories as pure coincidence; 
or we can regard them as evidence of malignant magic; or some 
may be coincidence and some of them magic. But anyone who 
has really had to deal with magic in Africa is convinced that 
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it works. The usual explanation is that it works by suggestion; 
but there are plenty of cases in which the worker of the magic 
does not seem to be known to the victim. 


Fig. 12. Sketches of Bronze Age witch-doctors’ tools, from cremation 
burials in Eastern England. 

(A) Surgical knife of flint. 

(B) Bone voice disguiser. 

(C) Two out of ten ‘lots’. 
All from Barrow A at Snailwell (see Fig. 13). 

(D) Set of bones strung together (string reconstructed), Beacon 
Hill Barrow, Barton Mills (after C. Fox and Earl Cawdor). 


Fig. 13. Diagram of a ‘witch-doctor’s’ grave, in the chalk beneath 
Barrow A at Snailwell, Cambridgeshire. This is, of course, a recon- 
struction. The objects are: two voice disguisers, ten ‘lots’, three 
flint knives (surgical scalpels), and an unknown object of roe-deer 
antler. The cremated bones are in the urn, one foot high. 


One can see that suggestion may have had a part in the death 
of the second victim of the second set of African bones. In fact 
it might have had a part in all four deaths. But it is impossible 
that suggestion can have had any part in the misfortunes which 
happened to our cars and wellnigh impossible that it could 
have made me cut my finger on a flint knife. Magic is said to 
last indefinitely; if a curse is properly put on it stays for ever. 
Do we really believe that it could last for seventeen, or so, 
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hundred years in the case of the Guilden Morden cars, and over 
three thousand years in the case of the Bronze Age witch- 
doctor? It seems utterly fantastic and yet resonance appears 
to have no limits in space and may have none in time. One may 
not think for a moment that it was magic which caused a flaw 
in the casting of the gear-box in one car and the missing split 
pin in another. But it is not beyond the bounds of possibility 
that it could have influenced the arrival of two faulty cars in 
my possession. If it did, however, and it is a very big IF, then 
we are dealing with great mysteries. To arrive at any solution 
at all, it is necessary to test what evidence I have available for 
the use of ‘links’ in the employment of resonance. Magic can be 
‘white’ or ‘black’; that is it can be used for either good or bad 
purposes. Yet it is all magic. There is no distinction between 
magic healing, prayer, or blessing, and destructive magic, such 
as cursing, ill-wishing and actual magic killing. The difference 
is only in the mind of the practitioner. Christ’s disciples had 
learnt how to work most potent white magic and then killed 
Ananias and Sapphira with it. This was black magic. If any- 
thing goes wrong with the operation of black magic, it returns 
on the head of the magician. It is a well-known trick of sorcerers 
to make some gift to the person they wish to harm; this estab- 
lishes the link for resonance to pass. In the case of the witch- 
doctor’s bones, the link was established either by gift or 
confiscation and the sorcerers could, in theory, use it for black 
magic. The ancient doggerel, ‘He who cutteth hoof or horn, on 
the Sabbath morn, it were better for him that he had ne’er been 
born’, refers to this. The Sabbath is not Sunday, but Friday, the 
witches’ Sabbat. If somebody cut their hair or fingernails on 
the morning of the Sabbat, and a witch got her hands on the 
clippings, they could be used to work malevolent magic at the 
Sabbat. Of course they could be used for white magic also and 
this is what is now done, using a mechanical projector for the 
resonance, by those who heal with the ‘Box’. Until resonance 
is studied in much greater detail, it is uncertain how this works, 

but it seems clear that a link, comparable to some extent with 
the copper wire in electricity, or the pipe for running water, 

is in fact established. The object is a link between two minds 

and not in itself a container of force, beneficent or malevolent. 

This seems to me to be clear after some investigation of the 
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faculty known as Psychometry. Magic is in fact control over 
psychokinesis. 

Many people are firmly convinced of the reliability of the 
faculty of Psychometry, or Grammerie as it is sometimes called. 
In this ‘art’ an object is handed to a sensitive by a person who 
wishes to learn something about it. The practitioner holds the 
object and from it appears to read descriptions of past events, 
or rather to see pictures of past events and those of people, alive 
or dead, formerly connected with the thing. Sometimes the 
practioner’s account includes prophecies of future happenings 
as well. The results are often spectacular and amazing. The 
statements can in many cases be proved to be correct and are 
frequently entirely unknown both to the practitioner and the 
person who brings the object to him. So satisfactory has 
psychometry appeared to be that investigators, from the 
results obtained, have deduced the existence of some kind of 
memory connected with inanimate objects, or a sort of surround- 
ing ether which serves this purpose. Even a well-known physi- 
cist like Raynor Johnson seems ready to accept the findings of 
the investigators in this way. 

It must be evident to anybody who gives the matter a 
thought, that, if such a form of memory were indeed attached 
to objects, then, properly interpreted, it could be of very great 
value in the study of archaeology. De la Warr infers, from his 
experiments with resonance, that it should be possible to 
establish facts about extinct animals by using their fossil 
bones as links. This is perhaps less difficult than with objects 
which have never been part of a living organism; but the dis- 
tinction may not be great, for all cells appear to resonate. 
According to this theory, by mechanical application we should 
be able to see a ‘Carboniferous’ swamp by the agency of a 
lump of coal. 

Not being tied to any particular school of thought, I felt at 
perfect liberty to see what I could learn about the subject of 
psychometry. I was warned by friends in the world of science 
that it might be very damaging to my reputation, but, having 
no interest in my reputation, I took no notice. A sailor who 
fears to chance his arm is not much use at sea. I was only making 
the investigation for my own enlightenment and did not feel 

bound by any particular rules of investigation. Actually I have 
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tested quite a number of Sensitives, both professional and 
amateur. All produced answers of a kind, but those of the pro- 
fessionals were sometimes quite footling. In no case were the 
practitioners of the slightest use when presented with an object 
without my being present at the same time. The faculty appears 

like the seeing of ghosts, or the feeling of ghouls, to require 
the conjunction of two or more minds to make it work. 


Fig. 14. Psychometric drawings. Th i i ies ini 
gs. These are line-for-line co k 

of faint pencil sketches made by E. when holding the iron sion head 

from Hogh Bay, Coll. According to the ideas of many believers in 


psychometry, these should be representations of a ghost medieval 
fletcher. This is not the author’s interpretation. The arrow-head is 
illustrated in Fig. 19. 


One of my amateur sensitives, E., was extremely good at 
psychometry. I do not think that she had ever tried to do it 
before, but she was very interested in the whole subject and 
most co-operative. Since this was an experiment carried out 
for the interest in the subject and not in order to obtain scientific 
proof, the tests were undertaken without any elaboration. E 
was handed an object and wrote her Own account of what it 
made her see, talking about it at the same time. Sometimes she 
snatched up a pencil and scribbled a drawing (Fig. 14). 
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The objects chosen were all of considerable age. They ranged 
in time from prehistoric relics of the Bronze Age down to 
personal ornaments of the eighteenth century of our era. Few 
were in any way related to me personally. I had not used them 
nor worn them. They were mostly completely impossible to 
guess. There was a fragment of timber from a sunken line-of- 
battle ship and a Georgian ring that somebody had dug out of 
an old sewer. There were medieval objects and things from 
kitchen middens of the Roman Age. Some were small undated 
things lent to me by friends in other museums. Often I had 
only a vague idea of what the things were and of their probable 
date. I could easily have written a book of historical and pre- 
historic vignettes from the writing done at the time. 

Perhaps the fragment of wood from the wrecked ship gave 
the most dramatic result of all. When the unfortunate girl had 
been handed this, she gazed at it for a moment or two and then 
was seized with all the symptoms one associates with the most 
violent form of seasickness. I thought she would be actually 
sick on my desk, and had to stop the experiment for a while. 
She soon recovered, however, and proceeded to describe a 
gun’s crew running up the gun to an open port. The clothes of 
the men were in keeping with those of the wars against the 
French in the second half of the eighteenth century. The piece 
of timber came in fact from Kempenfelt’s sunken flagship 
Royal George, but I was quite certain that this piece of informa- 
tion could not have been obtained by direct observation. Yet 
here was the sensitive retching and trying to describe the 
terrible movement she was experiencing. The whole thing was 
most convincing. 

A second object was a small and very much corroded brass 
brooch. It was like a curtain ring and about an inch in diameter. 
Its pin was a piece of pointed brass wire, hammered flat at the 
blunt end and bent round the circumference of the ring, so that 
it could slide on it. I had found it at a place marked Cul na 
croise on the ordnance map, but known as Traigh a raevagh 
by the old crofters near it. It lies at the head of Kentra Bay on 
the north side of Ardnamurchan and about two miles south-west 
of the entrance of Loch Moidart. It is about three miles from 
Castle Tioram further up the loch. This was a lovely sandy bay 
with the sea stretching away to the blue peaks of the Rhum 
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hills. One used to be able to pick up lots of medieval objects 
in the sand-dunes behind the beach and the local name, which 
translated as ‘the raider’s strand’, was the supposed site of an 
ancient battle, or perhaps two battles. The dunes themselves 
had apparently only formed there since the time of the famous 
Tay Bridge gale, and before that the site had been very fertile. 
Iron arrow-heads, knives, beads and coins were all found here 
and an occasional brooch like the one in question. There werealso 
many flint arrow-heads, scrapers, knives and so on, weathered 
out with pieces of pottery from an even older land surface 
beneath the dunes. It is useless to visit the Raider’s Strand now, 
except to see the remarkable beauty of the place. It was used 
for Commando training in the Hitler war and is so littered with 
grenade splinters, old cartridge clips and even unexploded 
bombs that there is no hope of finding medieval objects without 
very great labour. | 

It is most unlikely that anyone sitting at a desk near Cam- 
bridge, and lacking archaeological training, would have guessed 
that the little thing from this beach was a brooch and stil! less 
that it was a medieval one. On being handed it, however, E. 
began at once to describe a great, bare, rectangular, upper 
room. It was in a castle, she thought, and this thing was being 
worn by a dark-haired girl, who was in a state of great distress. 
She wanted to marry a youth, who was also in the room and 
was being opposed by a forceful old woman, who owned the 
castle. There was a great bird in the room also. It sat on a kind 
of pole and had a very fierce expression. Perhaps it was a falcon, 
she did not know. 

Now anyone who knows Moidart must have seen the ruin of 
Castle Tioram on its tidal islet. The castle is said to have been 
built by Amie MacRuari, an ally of the English. This lady 
might well fill the character part of the fierce old woman in the 
story. But we can never tell what the upper rooms looked like 
in her day, for the castle has been burnt since the days when a 
Clan Ranald chieftain is said to have thrown a nursemaid from 
the battlements in irritation at her dropping his child. The 
description, however, is reasonable enough and the date of the 
brooch, which is probably of the fourteenth century, agrees 
very well with the rest of the story. As for the bird, it may well 
have been a falcon, or perhaps a goshawk. 
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Another test was given by a single link from a piece of mail 
armour. It may have come from a mail shirt, a byrnie, or a 
hauberk. It had once been joined to the other links by a tiny 
iron rivet through its flattened ends, but this had been broken 
and the ring itself twisted, probably from a blow in battle. It 
could have been just any little bronze ring, if you did not happen 
to know how mail was made and notice the minute iron rivet. 
I have, as it happens, tried it as a test on many archaeologists, 
and not one in ten knows what it is. Mail is so rare in Britain 
that we cannot be sure of the date of this ring. It is rather large 
for medieval armour and this is normally of steel. I rather 
think it may belong to the Roman period. 

At any rate our sensitive thought so. She began by describing 
the interior of a small hut, with beds of heather and coverings 
of skins. It had an appalling stench of filth, a comment which 
was no doubt appropriate to many ancient homes. On digging 
out ancient Eskimo winter houses on a sunny day, I have 
noticed that the stench is still strong, even when they are five 
hundred years old. The same comment on the smell came into 
several of our tests. 

E. went on to say that she could see the owner of the mail 
lying in the heather and spying on a force of men in armour, 
who she thought must be Roman soldiers. The man was de- 
lighted because these Roman troops were going away. That was 
all there was to the story. 

Now the ring may have been Roman, but it might have been 
Dark Ages, or Medieval, or of almost any date between the birth 
of Christ and perhaps a.p. 1500. I only happened to think it might 
be Roman. It was impossible to date it. Nobody could have 
done so. It was found moreover in some sand-dunes in Sanna 
Bay, on the western tip of Ardnamurchan. I had managed to 
land there from the sea after several failures, and on being put 
ashore in a dinghy, had been run on a hidden rock some way 
from the shore and almost capsized. Nowadays it is perfectly 
easy to get to Sanna Bay from Tobermory, but in the 1920’s 
I had my eye on a place for several years before getting a calm 
enough day to attempt to land there. 

According to orthodox belief, no Roman troops ever explored 
Ardnamurchan. It lay well outside Roman territory, in lands 
as wild and barren to them as those of the Pathans to the old 
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British Army in India. Still [ do not believe this orthodox 
belief to be correct or even probable. I feel that many parties 
of Roman marines must have been landed to explore the shores 
and islands of the West Highlands. If you have ships of war for 
your protection, as the Romans in Britain had, you do not keep 
them rotting on the beach. Therefore I did not consider this story 
improbable, nor anachronistic. It could well have been correct. 

There is no need to bother to relate any more of these tests. 
There were many of them and always appeared as if they could 
be true. However, although some of my archaeological col- 
leagues appear to believe that I rely on hunches and guesses, 
they are really far out in their estimate. In reality I often make 
use of little clues, which frequently miss the eyes of orthodox 
scholars, because they have never been trained to look for them. 
Their inferences, nothing is easy of proof in the study of man, 
are based on the findings of a few practitioners of the archaeo- 
logical art, for it is an art and not a science. There are many 
lines of possible study which have not yet been explored. I 
therefore did not take my psychometric results at their face 
value, but studied each, and all, with care. 

The stories were plausible enough. In fact, if the theory that 
memories could be locked up in inanimate objects were correct, 
these stories were dramatic. Was there indeed something of its 
past story locked up in every ancient object which simply 
awaited the correct treatment to bring it to light? It looked 
very much as if this were the case; but every now and then 
some small detail began to make itself apparent as I studied the 
reports. Here and there I felt I could identify things that I had 
seen in pictures, or read in books, long before. Those sailors 
at the breech of the 32-pounder, were they not very like a 
picture in a book I used to study intently as a boy? In another 
tale, which I have not written down, E. described and drew a 
picture of a bundle of weapons leaning up in a corner of an 
ancient hall. No doubt bundles of weapons did at times lean up 
in corners of an old dwelling-place; but these weapons would 
generally be of types with which I was familiar. These bills, 
halberds, axes and spears resembled no weapons of any age 
which I had studied. They appeared to have been invented by 
some artist. In fact they seemed very like a bundle of weapons 
in a picture in a book of fairy tales which were often read to us 
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as children. They were far more like these than any real ancient 
weapons, of which I had made something of a study. I can, for 
instance, often distinguish between two swords, or spears, of 
the Viking Age, and say with some confidence that one was an 
English type and the other a Norwegian one. Of course one 
does not think that one is always right! 

There were quite a number of hints of this type. In one case 
I thought I could distinguish the dress of people in a Bartalozzi 
print hanging on the wall of my house, which did not really 
resemble any known dresses. In another, a supposed Viking 
was walking on a deserted beach in what I could have sworn 
was a seal-skin hat of a type worn by modern Norwegian 
sealers and of which I had a specimen. I put this on one snowy 
day and appeared in it in front of the sensitive. She at once 
remarked ‘I recognize that hat’, without realizing the purport 
of her remark. 

Several scholars were interested in this work, but being 
scholars, were not carried away by the very remarkable results. 
I think they trusted me to extract the right answer from this 
puzzle, but it did not look as if they had much hope. 

After we had been working at it for some months, one of the 
children was taken ill. I went upstairs to the nursery to see 
him at bedtime and, as usual, was made to invent and tell him 
a story. I told him one, which I placed in the days of the first 
Elizabeth. There was not much story, but it ended up in a duel 
between two men in slashed doublets, ruffs and so on, in a 
panelled hall. I had to draw it on paper. Before I had gone up- 
stairs, I had left the sensitive with a piece of a glass vase, which 
had come out of an Anglo-Saxon grave of somewhere about 
A.D. 500. It had been imported from the Rhineland. The vase 
had been what is known to archaeologists as a ‘claw glass 

oblet’ or ‘beaker’. The fragment itself was not unlike the 
ack of the head of a small girl with a pigtail, if you can imagine 
such a thing made of glass. 

When I returned to the drawing-room, where E. was still 
holding the fragment of Anglo-Saxon glass, she launched at 
once into a description of two Elizabethans fighting a duel in a 
‘aaeetee room. There was a looking-glass, with a glass frame, 

anging on the wall and the fragment she was holding came 
from it. 
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As far as I was concerned, this was the end of our investiga- 
tion. Psychometry could be of no possible value to an archaeo- 
logist. Not only was the result a thousand years wrong in date, 
but one could see how it had been obtained. The Elizabethan 
duel had come straight out of my head, while the glass looking- 
glass was a Venetian one hanging in the drawing-room itself. | 
The petals of the glass flowers on its frame were by no means , 
unlike the shape of the object the sensitive was holding. There 
had been no looking-glass in the story I had told to the sick 
child. The whole thing had been built up, like a dream is built / 
up, at some unconscious level of my own mind. Presumably all / 
the other stories had been the same and that is why it had been 
possible to pick out and identify some features in them. I had 
really been playing a kind of chess, with one part of my mind 
against the other, through the mind of the sensitive (Fig. 15). 
Since those days, twenty-five years ago, I have at times had 
people in the house who have asked to hold things, and have \ 
told us what they saw from them. The results are often very 
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would seem completely convincing. The answer, however, must 
surely be that there is no magic memory stored up in, or around, 
inanimate objects. These objects can serve as links, just as the 
“blood spot’ can serve as a link when it is used for healing, or 
cursing. 
Once again we must be cautious, and not deny that psycho- e 
| metry has any value at all. It links one part of the mind with  — <| 
| another part of the mind, which it only meets in sleep. This is | if 
probably quite an important matter; but it is about as much use 4) 
to an archaeologist as a bucket with no bottom to it. There is ~ 
MD | no short-cut to learning about the distant past by this road. - ( 
| | This, of course, is only my opinion, based on some rather 
rudimentary experiments and my observations from them. I 


| | may be quite wrong, or partly wrong, in the inferences I have V Key 
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experiment to exist. I do not think that anything will ever be 

shown to be revealed from the object alone. There must be a QO 

| human mind somewhere which can supply the information. The z 
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Fig. 15. Diagram to illustrate the apparent mechanism of psychometry. The selection of the image is 
done at some level of the mind of the sitter who need not be present so long as his mind is put in tele- 


pathic contact with the se 


GEAR, 
RECEIVES 


NOT IN 

NORMAL 

IMAGE (A) 

AND TRANSMITS IT (B)\ 
BY WORD OF MOUTH, 
PERHAPS WITH SOME 
INACCURACY. 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


object itself knows nothing, sees nothing and remembers 
nothing. It is only the equivalent of the piece of copper wire 
which completes the electric circuit. If it has a life, and it is 
becoming increasingly probable every year that there is life in 
the cells of all matter, even of the most inert forms of matter, 
this is not a kind of life which can store up memories of events 
happening to the human beings who used it. Such memories 
belong to the minds of what we are pleased to call ‘the higher 
forms of life’. Why should a cell in a piece of brass wire take an 
interest in the behaviour of human beings? It does not make 
sense. 

If then our witch-doctors and wizards of former ages did 
exert magic influences, which had an appreciable effect thou- 
sands of years later, it does not seem in the least probable that 
they stored up their magic in pieces of bones, or bits of brass. 
Their power, if it was exerted at all, was a power of the mind. 
The inert objects were only links or conductors for this power. 
We are dealing all the time with matters which are not really 
understood, because hardly anyone has attempted to study the 
force Resonance. 

Let us look again at what is scientifically known and then see 
whether we can tear a small hole in the screen which separates 
us from knowledge. From Rhine’s experiments it has been 
shown that the mind can influence the movement of matter. 
The mind can also see through apparently impenetrable matter 
and learn what is behind it. It can remember, if that is the right 
word, thoughts about incidents which have happened in past 
time and also about those which are to happen in the future. 
All these faculties have been demonstrated by scientific tests 
carried out over a long period of years. If we add to this list the 
use of Abram’s Box and the discoveries yielded by de la Warr’s 
experiments, these show that one mind, coupled with a mechani- 
cal instrument, can influence the cells of the body of another 
person at an unlimited distance away, solely through the link 
of a spot of blood, hair, or even spittle. Here are all the in- 
gredients of magic. Magic then includes, if it does not entirely 
consist of, the use of the force of Resonance. If resonance is 
not concerned with time and distance means nothing to it, some 
of the major objections to the idea that the witch-doctor’s 
spell of three thousand years ago might still work today are 
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removed. We know that, as with a poltergeist, it can interfere 
with material objects and move them about. It can apparently 
interfere with the cells of someone else’s body. We can, in fact, 
by scientific reasoning, see how magic could work, and there I 
think we will leave it; with an uncomfortable feeling that per- 
haps after all some Romano-Briton may have pulled a split pin 
out of the axle of my car. 
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Chapter Six 


Aa OUGH it has been mentioned here from time to time, 
I have not as yet given any account of my personal experi- 
ences of foreknowledge. My experiences have on the whole 
been somewhat prosaic, but I have, from time to time, been 
given some evidence of the existence of this faculty. It is, of 
course, only an extension of that already proved by Rhine to 
exist. Sometimes, of course, you have the knowledge in your 
head all the time, and the penny only drops later. 

On one occasion, years ago, a gipsy came to my house and 
asked to see me. I am always interested in their technique and 
went to talk with her. She probably was of gipsy stock but with 
a good deal of something else in it. She said she would like to 
tell my fortune, but instead of paying for it in current coin of 
today, would I please give her a large old thin coin I had in the 
house. I told her that there was nothing like the coin she men- 
tioned in the house. She seemed quite incredulous and argued 
about it for some time, trying to catch me out in what she evi- 
dently thought was a lie. Three years later, I dug up a coin, 
answering to the description, in my garden. The garden was 
two hundred miles from the place where I saw the gipsy and I 
was particularly glad to find it, because it helped me very much 
with the research work I was on at the time. 

Just before the war broke out in 1939, I was on a visit to 
Iceland with my friend, Mr. C. F. Tebbutt. We had a variety 
of objects. We wished to see some of the famous sites of inci- 
dents mentioned in the sagas; to study old types of fishing boats, 
to do a little mild ornithology and to get a general idea of Ice- 
land and the Icelanders. Towards the end of our time, we decided 
to pay a short call on the Vestmannaeyjar, the islands of the 
Westmen as the old Vikings called the people of the British 
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Isles. These islands, among other matters of interest, are 
thought to have been one of the last breeding stations of the 
Great Auk. The mail packet from Reykjavik to Bergen in Nor- 
way calls at the islands, but we had to get there by fishing boat 
from Stokkseyri. We arrived late at night and got rooms in the 
hotel. There was a cheerful party in progress with a good deal 
of noise. The w.c.’s were choked and running over into the 
passage outside our room. However, this introduction to the 
islands was deceptive. They are a remarkable group and well 
worth a visit. 

A story of how the Westmen’s Islands got their name is told 
in the book of The Settlement of Iceland, which was published in a 
translation from the Icelandic of Ari the Learned by the Rev. 
T. Ellwood in 1908. The story tells that in a.p. 874 two friends, 
Ingolfr and Hjorleif, set out from Norway to settle in Iceland. 
They had their womenfolk, slaves and cattle in two ships. Off 
the coast of Iceland the ships became separated, the two friends 
each landing and building in a different district. After a time, 
Hjorleif’s slaves rose against their owner, killed him and ran 
away to sea, taking the women and children and chattels in the 
ship with them. They landed on the Vestmannaeyjar and stayed 
there. Their leader is called Dufthak in the saga. Ingolfr sent 
two of his slaves along the coast, who presently came upon 
Hjorleif’s establishment, and returned to tell Ingolfr that his 
friend was lying dead there and his people and ship were 
missing. Ingolfr went to the place, buried Hjorleif and realized 
the slaves—Dufthak was probably a Highlander—had killed him. 
He looked out to sea, saw the Westmen’s Islands and concluded 


they had fled there. He sailed out to the islands, came on the 


slaves having a meal on the isthmus, which is shown on my 
sketch (Fig. 16), and killed them all. Dufthak’s name was given 
to the precipice on the right of the picture where he is said to 
have been killed. Ingolfr took away the women and goods. 
Eventually he settled further to the west of the country and was 
regarded as one of the early heroes of the Viking settlement of 
Iceland. 

For years I have felt considerable doubt as to whether this 
story is true. The places where Hjorleif and Ingolfr first came 
ashore are well to the eastward of the Vestmannaeyyjar. It is about 
sixty miles from the halls that Hjorleif is supposed to have built 
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to the Westmen’s Islands and there is a pronounced bend in the 
coast, with a high ridge of hills running down to its point. 
Ingolfr could not have looked out to sea from H)orleif’s settle- 
ment and seen the Vestmannaeyjar. It is probably one of the 
well-known type of cases in which all sorts of traditional stories 
become attached to famous names. Somebody probably did kill 
some Westmen on the islands; but we are not likely to learn who 
they were nor who really did it. 

The islands were, I believe, named after Celtic monks, who 
came there from the south in the summer months, to meditate 
far beyond the turmoil of the world. They went there, I think, 
at least a hundred years before the Norsemen ever thought of 
settling there and probably before they had even heard that 
there was such a place as Iceland. The Vikings may have killed 
some of these monks, for the times were very rough; but I 
think this is improbable. Nothing in the sagas suggests that 
the great chieftains who went out to Iceland would have 
behaved in such an uncultured manner. They were quick enough 
to draw the sword at an insult, but it would have been beneath 
their dignity to stoop to the murder of unarmed men. 

Much of the topography of the islands is bare volcanic rock, 
fragments of craters and even small craters themselves. There 
are precipitous cliffs all over them, and on these many of the 
inhabitants spend their summer catching puffins. They use nets 
on frames like lacrosse sticks and build little stone shelters on 
cliff ledges, from which the nets emerge with a sweeping move- 
ment to catch the puffins, which pass like winged cricket balls. 
These shelters and the swinging nets remind one of huge acorn 
barnacles fishing in the flowing tide. 

Four days a week, not many years ago, puffin was the main 
meal of the day and dried puffin at that. Their skins were dried 
in the sun and wind to make firelighters. I have eaten fresh 
puffins. They are like wood-pigeons. 

The Vestmannaeyjar harbour is on Heimaey, the nearest 
island to Iceland itself, and its northward side is formed by a 
great ridge of rock, probably a crater wall, known as Heima- 
clettr. On the eastern end of this is the isthmus where the 
British slaves were said to have been found and murdered. The 
harbour has evidently been in use for hundreds of years, for 
where it had been dredged and the mud dumped on the shore, 
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we picked up pieces of English green-glazed pottery. This dated 
from the thirteenth or fourteenth century. 

The Heimaclettr is a good puffin-catching ground. One 
morning we were taken up it by an Icelandic ornithologist, who 
had just discovered Leach’s Fork-tailed Petrel breeding on the 
islands. I had only seen it once before, flitting like a black bat 
with a piece of cottonwool on its tail over the waters of the 
Minch. 

The Heimaclettr is a dangerous crag, 1,000 feet high, full of 
short vertical cliffs with sloping, slippery, grass slopes between. 
A single false step would see you shooting down into space and 
on into the sea far below. None the less the puffin catchers walk 
about it, sure-footed as ibex and weighed down by a great mass 
of birds strung about them. They come down the cliffs with 
these, but, as some concession to the older men, have put 
ladders on some of the very worst places. As we were mounting 
one of the ladders, on the most dangerous cliff of all, I noticed 
footholds in the rock and a large cross, cut long ago, on the face 
beside me. I did not take much interest in it at the time, for I 
thought it was medieval or later. Though I may be casual and 
slap-dash in the eyes of some, who treat archaeology as a 
religious rite, I leant out from the ladder, drew and measured 
the cross, and tried to photograph it. The latter was spoilt by 
the shadow of the ladder. Then we went up to the summit, 
which gave us a fine view of the nearer ice-caps and the distant 
farm of Liderendi (Lithend), where the famous hero, Gunnar, 
of the Story of Burnt Nial once lived. On the top of the rock, I 
noticed a low mound, but it was so weathered and grass-grown 
that I took it to be an old cairn. 

After a good look round over distant Iceland, we returned 
once more and later in the day were taken out in a tender to go 
on board the mail packet Lyra, which was to take us back to 
Norway. As is the custom of most isolated places, the tender 
was crowded with Westmen Islanders, who went aboard the Lyra 
to greet friends and exchange gossip. One of these, who I had 
not met before, came up to me, took my hand and fixing me 
steadily with a vivid pair of blue eyes, began a curious speech. 
He was a man of perhaps forty-five, burly and broader in the 
face than the majority of Icelanders. His eyes had an expression 
I could not understand. I thought he was either an eccentric or 

80 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


even a little mad. However, his words, spoken in good English, 
were as follows: ‘It is a pleasure to see the English coming 
here, for we are all brothers.’ There was some more in this 
vein, which I could not get hold of and then, ‘The Heimaclettr 
has a special message for you.’ In the subsequent fuss of finding 
a cabin and dealing with some passengers who had taken a dram, 
I forgot this incident for ten years. What possible message could 
the Heimaclettr have had for me! 

In 1949 I was writing a book, which included a section on 
the voyages of the Celtic monks in the Dark Ages before the 
Viking raids put an end to them. There is good written evidence 
in the works of British ecclesiastics, such as Bede, and in the 
Norse Landnamabok that Celtic monks from Britain and Ire- 
land had been in Iceland before the Norse settlers there in the 
ninth century. Celtic monasteries were scattered on many 
islands right up the western coasts of the British Isles. We have 
already met with one on the Skelligs. There were settlements 
in the Hebrides, Orkneys, Shetlands and Faroes, but, although 
Papey is mentioned by name in the Landnamabok, they had not 
been identified in Iceland when I was writing my book. 

Of course little sign remains of the monks today, except in 
place-names and traces of their round stone beehive huts. But 
there is a scattering of ancient crosses cut into stones. In the 
course of my work, it became clear that a particular type of cross 
was associated with these early monks. It is a very simple cross, 
longer below the point where the arms meet the shaft and with 
the ends of each of the four limbs expanded, often in the form 
of a triangle. I do not think it has any particular name like 
‘Maltese Cross’, ‘Cross Potent’, or ‘Cross Patée’. These 
early crosses have been reported in larger numbers from the 
Hebrides than most other islands. As I looked them up in pub- 
lished works and tried to remember where I had noticed them, 
the penny suddenly dropped. I remembered the cross I had seen 
on the Heimaclettr and which I had forgotten ever since. The 
war had come upon us soon after our return and I had not looked 
into my note-book since it was written. I hunted it up and looked 
for the Heimaclettr cross. There it was with its measurements 
(Fig. 17). It was without doubt one of the early Celtic speci- 
mens, and had in all probability been carved on that dangerous 
rock-face as early as the seventh century to bless the ascent. 
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Fig. 17. Early Celtic crosses: 

(A) Heimaclettr, Iceland. 

(B) Clonmacnois, Ireland. 

(C) Barnakill, Argyll, c. seventh century (after Lacaille). 

(D) Hynish, Tiree (after Lacaille). 

(E) Pabbay, Barra. 

(F) Ard a Mhorain, North Vist. 

(B) is thought to have come from the grave of an abbot who died 
in A.D. 781. 

The Heimaclettr cross clearly belongs to this series. 
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It was, as far as I knew, or know today, the only piece of con- 
crete evidence that Celtic sailors had been to Iceland before the 
Norse settlement. There were the accounts in the old books; 
but this was a real object, which could be seen and felt. I found 
my note on the mound on the summit of the crag also. Until 
somebody excavates it, we will not know for certain, but the 
most ‘probable explanation of it is that it is the decayed and 
grass-grown ruin of a stone beehive hut. Why should monks 
cut a cross on the rock unless they were in the habit of going 
up to something on the top? It was probably an oratory. 

So my strange friend on the deck of the Lyra had been right. 
The Heimaclettr did have a special message for me. It was in 
my head all the time during those ten years and I did not know 
it. But that man had known it, and had known that I would find 
it important some day. In many ways I think this small incident 
is much more remarkable than dramatic prophecies about life 
and death. It is such a simple thing for a complete stranger to 
have picked out of one’s mind for no apparent reason at all. At 
the time the statement was made, I had no idea that this type 
of cross was in any way characteristic of the Celtic monks. I 
had assumed it was just a medieval charm, put there to pro- 
tect the puffin hunters. 

This was not the only unusual thing in connection with our 
Icelandic trip. I hardly ever have dreams which I can remember, 
perhaps two a year. Before we left on our outward journey, I 
had one of Dunne’s future memory dreams. It was quite a short 
dream. I was on top of a cliff, with a steep grassy gully at my 
feet and low rocky walls at its sides. The sea was far below. As I 
appreciated the situation, my feet slipped and I shot down the 
grassy slope. There the dream ended, but I know its components. 
Many years ago, about 1918 I think, I saw Gladwyn Jebb do 
this very thing. His feet slipped on a grassy slope, high above 
the sea, near Old Barrow on the north coast of Exmoor. He 
would have ended his ambassadorial career then and there, if 
he had not bumped into a rock. The other component was the 
summit of the Heimaclettr, where I must have been remember- 
ing subconsciously the incident of twenty years before. 

The next business was an ordinary prophecy from the same 
sensitive, E., who produced such good results with the psycho- 
metry experiments. Before we left, I happened to ask her 

83 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


whether we should learn much on our trip. She replied, ‘You 
will find something which will interest you very much beside 
a long } jetty (Fig. 18}. I think it is a submarine.’ I was not much 
interested in submarines, but we knew well enough that the 
danger of war had become very great and that it might break 
out any day. 
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Fig. 18. Sketch of Reykjavik harbour showing part of the long jetty 

in the middle distance, July 1939. Schooner is the Fano of Marstal. 

The original was drawn only to remind me of the eighteenth-century 

shape of the schooner’s stern. It was not intended to be a balanced 
picture. 


I had not been in Western Iceland before, although I had been 
in the east in 1923, when we had escaped from the Greenland 
pack-ice after a near shave from being crushed. Reykjavik 
harbour was thus unknown to me. As we came into it, the long 
jetties, which enclose it, were plain to see. So also was a Ger- 
man U-boat, which I soon learnt was one of two then in Ice- 
landic waters. I did not give it much thought. After some days 
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the boat left. A day or two later, a big cruising liner, the Orion, 
appeared off Reykjavik, crowded with British and American 
tourists. She was on her way to the North Cape before returning 
to England. I was rather bothered by this. It seemed to me that, 
if war did suddenly break out, one or other of these two U-boats 
might well be found right in the path of the Orion. Tourists 
or slo, the temptation would be great for any U-boat captain. 
After some thought, it seemed to be a duty to warn the Orion’s 
master, even if he thought me an interfering fool for doing so. 
I wrote a note describing the situation, and handed it aboard. 
I never heard whether the ship was home before the trouble 
started, but I was told later that both these U-boats came to an 
untimely end in the early months of the war. 

This friend was really extremely good with her forecasts. 
Early in 1940 I was talking with her again and complaining that 
at that time I had no interesting part to play in the war. ‘You 
soon will have,’ she said. ‘I don’t know what it is, but it has a 
4 and a crown in it. You will find it very interesting.’ Some 
time later, with the invasion scare, the Local Defence Volun- 
teers were formed, which soon became the Home Guard. 
Entirely unforeseen, for I had expected to go to sea, I became 
involved in raising and training of part of the 4th Cambridge- 
shire battalion of this force and ended up with a crown, com- 
manding a company. I found the formation and training of the 
village platoons absorbingly interesting and learnt more about 
the country people of the shire than I could have done in a 
lifetime of piping peace. I also had a most fascinating time 
attempting to unravel the clandestine communications of 
what must have been a Fifth Column organization. These 
kept the countryside bright with scribbled messages in code 
until, with the German invasion of Russia, they ceased over- 
night. 

These comparatively trivial incidents are of little value now 
that Rhine’s work has shown that the faculty of precognition 
can be shown to exist by statistical experiments. They differ 
from Dunne’s dreams in that there is no apparent mixing of 
past and future. They are not muddled in any way. The past 
is the past and the future is the future in clear-cut memory, if it 
is memory. When asked how the pictures were presented to her, 
E. replied that, as in psychometry, they appeared like a tiny 
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cinematograph film and were so small that it was difficult to 
be sure of detail. 

In some degree I have made deliberate tests to see whether 
her faculty of precognition could be used for archaeological 
purposes. We took her with us in a party cruising inthe Hebrides 
and when investigating a new area would try her out by point- 
ing to the four cardinal points and asking whether there was 
anything I ought to look for in each direction. She would say 
yes, or no, or ‘If you go a little to the left I think you will find 
something.’ This used to work very well. I found it even more 
convincing in its negative aspect. When making my surveys 
I did not trust it, but behaved as if nothing had been said and 
went by other indications. On one occasion we drove over from 
Arinagour on one side of Coll to Hogh Bay on the Atlantic side. 
There were various places on the map which looked as if 
ancient sites should be found there; but after long tramping, 
I returned to the car rather disheartened. She said, ‘I think if 
you go a short distance in that direction,’ pointing inland away 
from the sea, ‘you will find something quite worth your 
trouble.’ Rather unwillingly, I trudged off once more in the 
way she indicated. Within a quarter of a mile, I came on the 
ruin of a small rectangular house from which the sand had 
apparently blown in recent gales. A heap of midden material, 
bones and shells, lay on one side of it. In quite a short time I 


had found enough material to show that the house had been _ 


occupied during the medieval period, in the thirteenth and 
fourteenth centuries. There were a number of fragments of 
good green-glazed pots, which had probably come from England. 
There was the bow of a bronze buckle of a well-known type, 
an iron arrow-head, a lead net-sinker, a brass fish-hook and 
parts of bone combs (Fig. 19). There were also potsherds of a 
type I had never seen before. They were of medieval shape, but 
unglazed and ornamented before firing by pushing bird bones 
into the wet clay. They were probably Hebridean. There was 
quite enough on that one rubbish heap to turn the day from a 
failure to a success. I had it is true thought of looking in that 
direction, but the encouragement from our sensitive was the 
determining factor. 

As an example of the experiments in precognition, which we 
carried out with E., I can give a few entries from my log-book 
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written from day to day at the time. I do not think I looked at 
any of the pages after they had been written till a few days ago: 

August 25th, 1934. Before they left [my passengers were 
returning to England from Kyle of Loch Alsh and D.G. was 
coming in their place}, I asked E. (1) what D.G. would be like. 
(2) What the weather would be like. (3) Whether we should 
get te Moidart. (4) Whether I should land at Sanna Bay. To 


Fig. 19. Thirteenth- and fourteenth-century objects, found, in con- 
firmation of precognitive statement by sensitive, on 16th August 
19384 at Hogh Bay, Island of Coll. Iron arrow-head and clinch nail; 
brass fish-hook, padlock top and buckle bow; lead net-sinker and 
fragment of bone comb. The arrow-head is two inches long. 


these she replied (1) that D.G. would not be very tall, darkish, 
with peculiar eyebrows and a nice grin. He would have some 
tartan on him and something specially given him for the trip. 
(2) The weather would be fine over the week-end, but it would 
blow a gale on Monday. (3) We should get to Moidart. (4) 
Was Sanna Bay a place with a very long rocky spit running out 
on the right hand of where we anchored and some trees and 
perhaps a house on the left? No. 4 stumped me. I told her it 
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was not Sanna Bay and did not know where it was. We found 

D.G. on the pier. He answered to her description to a degree. ... 

He has a nice grin and his father’s peculiar eyebrows. He had 
been made to take his father’s coat especially for the trip. He | 
has a Glenforsa bonnet. | 
August 26th. Caught a strong tide through Kyle Rhae... | 
Curious baffling flaws of wind. Clouds like airships and a brassy ‘ | 
e 


look to the southward. Not much liking the look of it, we stood 
into Isle Ornsay and let go in two fathoms... Day has been 
fine, but hills look strange and sky like liver. We all think it 
may blow. 

August 27th . . . Quite a lump of a sea and plenty of wind out- 
side... Just about midday the wind suddenly burst upon us. 
D.G. had been sick already from the bound rolling in from the f { 
Kyle race, but now the wind was so strong that to watch it \ 
John and I had to lie on deck. We were glad to have the kedge 
already out .. . Grace began to drag down on us, right in our 
hawse. Feared she would shift our anchor and expected to have 
to rescue her crew. Suddenly, when we thought Grace was 
certain to ball us up and we were peering anxiously through 


orage at the head of Loch Kentra, showing the long rocky point. Skye 


hills, thirty miles away, in the distance. 


the dusk, the wind blew out... 
August 29th. Beat out for Moidart, wind southerly, but \ 
checking a little to the westward, gave us a good lift from Eigg + 
and we could ease the sheets a little, after weathering Rudha ‘J 
Arisaig. There was a heavy bound rolling into Moidart and I { 
did not relish the idea of entering the loch, nor spending the. an 
night there. John suddenly said, ‘I believe we might try the | 
head of Kentra itself,’ and so we did. I found the cunning old ws g 
devil had surveyed a little harbour there last year. So we came es SI 
to anchor there in six fathoms with a long rocky spit to the west- “ ) G v 
ward and the trees and Gorten house on the east. As snug as J 3 
could be and only open to the north. No one would have f E 
guessed it [Fig. 207. 44 2 
When prophecy of this kind is made day after day, it becomes G. g 
difficult not to believe in it. E. had never seen D.G. and neither c% a 
had I, except as a small child. E. had never been to the head of ry S 
Kentra, neither had I. We did reach Moidart, but did not go i _ 
through its dangerous entrance. It blew a gale on the day she ‘ = 
Said it would. 


A second type of statement may be thought to have contained 
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elements of both precognition and post-cognition; although the 
latter may have been to some extent imagination. Once again 
I am quoting entries from my log-book: 

August 8rd. Cleared out of Oban after lunch and ran up under 
jib and mizzen to Cailleach. [Cailleach, or Shian ferry, is an 
anchorage inside the mouth of Loch Creran. There was once 
an inn at the head of the bay and there is a sithean (sheean), a 
fairy mound, beside the old inn. 

August 4th. Showers. Went ashore on the Cailleach [a rocky 
point, forming the eastern side of the bay] and on to the sithean 
with John. E. said she saw six men and a black flat-bottomed 
boat at the Cailleach. They were carrying a corpse covered with 
a plaid... the corpse and the men with the black boat was 
borne out in a remarkable manner, for within half an hour of her 
describing what she saw on the Cailleach, by which time it was 
written down, signed and witnessed [I cannot find this paper, 
John came back from chattering ashore with the information 
that the point was called Cailleach from an old woman who had 
had a row with her husband, rushed out and drowned herself 
off the rocks [Fig. 217. 

There were several other statements about this place, which 
cannot be checked very easily. When E. was taken to the 
sithean, she said she saw men carrying kegs up to it. Also 
there was a girl dressed in white buried nearby. She said there 
had been a tarred, three-masted vessel lying beside us all 
night. She did not like it and thought it was connected with the 
men carrying the kegs up the sithean. She also described a high- 
stemmed galley, with blue-painted topsides and a lot of orna- 
ment on the stem, being rowed-up the loch by several pairs of 
fair-haired men. It might perhaps be noted that there is a well- 
known carving of a medieval galley, with high stem and stern 
posts, on a rock high up in the hills above Loch Creran. We 
cannot, however, set much store on this as it might have been 
imagined by anybody. 

The case of the tarred vessel and the kegs is interesting. If, 
as I think, the bulk of E.’s statements were derived telepathi- 
cally, in pictures, from some level of my mind, I can account 
for the black ship and the kegs. This was the first night of this 
particular cruise. The last time I had been in these waters in 
this particular boat, we had been wind-bound for a couple of 
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days in Castle Bay in Barra. Herring curing was in full swing 
at Castle Bay and the curers had moored the tarred hulk of an 
old barque, the Lena, in the bay (Fig. 22). The shore was 
covered with kegs, which were being filled and rolled into 
position. There was little tidal scour in Castle Bay and the 
whole bottom of the harbour was covered with rotting herring 
guts. When we came to weigh our anchor, the smell of the chain 


Fig. 22. Herring-curer’s hulk, Lena, moored in Castle Bay, Isle of 
Barra. Sketched 29th August 1929. The drooping stern is not my bad 
drawing. It is due to the pull of the former mizzen shrouds. 


cable was frightful. We could not get it off our hands, or off 
the cable. The whole ship smelt horribly for the rest of the 
cruise. It is clear, I think, that the memory of this experience 
had been dug up out of the depths of my mind and transposed 
in time and place to the Cailleach anchorage. Some smell of 
fish had probably brought it to near the surface and E. had 
picked it up. 

We have here two cases; one, the corpse and the boat, being 
an example of precognition; the other, the tarred vessel and the 
kegs, being one of post-cognition. It seems evident that there 
is no distinction in the mind between future and past memories 
and that they are both in pictures, or other forms of sensing. 
They are not in words. A sensitive can dig these memories out 
of another person’s lower mind levels. 
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It seems probable that this faculty is dormant in everybody, 
and now that it is officially respectable, we may perhaps see 
some advance in the study of it. In fact people have another 
faculty beyond the well-known ones of seeing, feeling, hearing, 
tasting and so on. They can, perhaps in many cases only with 
the telepathic addition of a second human battery, see future 
happenings, or, more strictly speaking, visual future memories, 
with their mind’s eye. ‘IT have it in my mind’s eye’ is a common- 
place expression; but the mind’s eye evidently has a place in 
the human make-up. It can see both back and forth, outside our 
normal time scale. 

Many people apparently know they have seen places before, 
when they never can have done so in this life. There are 
numerous explanations given of why this should occur. Some 
people invoke the reincarnation theory. Others, that it is due to 
a slipping of the mental cogs. I have never noticed having this 
experience myself, but have met so many people to whom it 
has happened, that it is evidently a common occurrence. It is 
only a simple example of precognition. For some reason the 
mind’s eye has functioned ahead of normal time. This had 
happened at Hogh Bay and the Cailleach anchorage, but it 
needed the sensitive’s second battery to reveal the fact. 

The following story is not mine. It was told to me by the 
late Captain Kenny MacKenzie, the master of the Discovery on 
Mawson’s Antarctic Expedition. Kenny and I were leaning 
lazily over a yard on the foremast of the barque Passat at the 
time. This is one of the soothing joys which are being lost to 
the world. There is hardly anything more quietly comforting 
than to lean over the yard of a big sailing ship on a fine day, 
with nothing that must be attended to for weeks ahead. The 
roar of the broken water round the stem makes a most satis- 
factory accompaniment to desultory conversation. The blocks 
creak gently and the wires of the rigging hum little tunes to 
themselves. The curves of light and shade on the head sails 
change with every movement of the ship and if you look aloft 
the arches of the drawing canvas give more variety than can 
be seen in any cathedral (Fig. 23). 

MacKenzie was a master of the sailor’s trade and had the 
reputation of having been the only man who could make Dis- 
covery show her paces. It is always pleasant to talk to the master 
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of any great art and they are normally the most unassuming of 
men. We lay on the yard and yarned about this and that. 
Presently, as the vessel slipped across the North Sea towards 
the Skaw, the subject drifted round to the Highlands of Scotland 
whence Kenny came, the son of the manse. We passed on to 


4 
ON Ge 
%' : 
fF y > 
wy x 
Sige “ eos 1 
Nj ve 21> oT. . “ 
af a. te ° 
= ‘2 g 
es p x 
ty : ~~ a eee 
f} “ SS - = ZIPP. te 
Sa 5 - —_ a 
5. = ~~ 5 rs 
0 ee er . fue * 


{nO ne ~- 
Hf ce Mgreees BASES, 
rt | ~ Somers : 
A eZ 
a ee 
} De 2 eer 
ass — 


Fig. 23. Sketched looking down from the upper fore-topsail 
yard over the North Sea. Barque Passat. 


wraiths, sendings, premonitions and the like. Then he told me a 
strange experience of his childhood, which is not like any tale 
I have ever heard. 

Young Kenny had lived beside Loch Awe, under the slopes 
of Cruachan. Every day he had to walk to school at Dalmally. 
The road, now known to thousands in their rushing cars, was 
at that time less frequented and unmetalled, with gates on it. 
Eastward of Kilchurn Castle, it came to a brae, where it 
divided. You might go round on either side of the brae and 

94 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


both roads had gates on them. I have never driven along this 
road, and do not know the exact site, nor whether both roads 
are still there. Anyway, one morning young Kenny was walking 
eastward from Loch Awe Side on his way to school. As he ap- 
proached the fork in the road, he saw a man searching for some- 
thing in the grass beside one of the gates. Kenny greeted him 
and asked him what he was looking for. The man replied that 
he was trying to find a family heirloom which he had dropped. 
‘I do not know what made me say it,’ Kenny told me, ‘but I 
told him to go and look beside the gate on the other road and 
he would find it there.” The boy then trudged off on his way to 
school and thought no more about it. 

When Kenny returned to Loch Awe Side that evening, he 
found the little place in a state of considerable excitement. On 
asking what the fuss was about, he learnt that astranger had come 
by with a very odd story. He had, he said, lost an heirloom— 
one imagines it was a quaich, or perhaps a big silver plaid brooch 
—beside a gate on the road to Dalmally. Whilst he was looking 
for it, he had been greeted by a spirit in the form of a boy, who 
had told him to look beside a gate on another road, which he 
had never travelled, and there he would find it. He obeyed the 
spirit and had found his missing treasure. 

I have not the slightest doubt that this story is true. Perhaps 
there is still someone alive who was in Loch Awe Side that day, 
somewhere about 1907 I should think, and can confirm it. It 
is the only story of its kind that I have ever heard. But what 
had happened ? Was the object still lodged somewhere about the 
man’s clothing and did not drop off till he began searching by 
the second gate? In that case it was a variety of precognition 
on Kenny’s part. Or was it an apport? We cannot answer this 
because we have no means of telling whether such things took 
place at other times, either in the vicinity of Kenny or of the 
stranger. I have told the story simply because it is such a good 
one. I cannot attempt to solve the problem it presents. 

Foreknowledge then is something which has been proved to 
exist by experiment. It has been experienced by thousands of 
people from the earliest recorded times down to the present 
day. In the Bible it is known as the ‘Voice of God’ or ‘ Word of 
God’. In a sense this may be the correct description. Fore- 
knowledge, foresight, precognition, or whatever you like to 
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call it, appears to work by telepathy through the force of reson- 
ance. It enables one person to make contact with some level 
of the mind of another person, which is not in use during our 
everyday life. From this other mind, the sensitive is presented 
with pictures of future memories. These may not always be 
true, because the events, on which the memories are based, 
may never take place. 

Leaving aside the question of how telepathy works, what is 
implied by the existence of these future memories? There are 
several possibilities. One is that we are not really living our 
lives at all, but are simply being shown an educational film. 
The normal cinema film would then be just a poor, man-made 
copy of real-life films, with fewer devices employed in its con- 
struction. Sound, colour, and another dimension have been 
added to cinema films since I first saw them as a boy. The real- 
life film would have to add pleasure, pain, smell, anxiety and a 
few other sensations before it was comparable to the real thing. 
But the only difference is one of degree. 

Another theory is that all these future memories are the sum 
of all events so far experienced by their holder. In practice this 
idea seems impracticable because far too many influences would 
have to be computed by some totalisator before even a sugges- 
tion of reality could be obtained. One would have to contain 
in one’s mental make-up an almost omniscient calculating 
machine, which knew all about the thoughts and actions of 
everybody, past and present, remotely connected with the 
individual. To put it bluntly, it hardly seems worth while to 
provide an individual with such elaborate equipment, when it 
can only be employed by pressing half a crown into the hand 
of a gipsy. 

There is also the theory that Time does not really exist, 
except as a convenience for our earthly thinking. According to 
this idea, there could be no sequence of events and on this score 
alone it seems improbable. 

The fourth idea, which seems to be gaining ground nowadays, 
is that individuals are sent into the world with certain points in 
their lives already fixed, but with freedom of choice in between 
these points. One might compare life in this theory to the pas- 
sage of a ball down a bagatelle board, bumping off the pins 
in its passage. The ‘fixed point’ idea is usually bound up with a 
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belief in reincarnation and that of ‘karma’. This karma is a 
kind of unavoidable fate, built up by the individual himself. 
All the thoughts and actions of his previous lives add up to 
form his karma. It can be modified and improved, or made 
worse, by his thoughts and actions in the present life. If this 
were so, then precognition might be thought to be the act of 
getting in touch with that level of an individual’s mind which 
knows about its karma. It is not completely unlike the first 
proposition, except that the karma was formed in previous 
existences. It is the totalisator, but did its work before the 
individual was born and goes on doing it all the time. 

There is much to be said in favour of this theory, which has 
been believed in by millions, in Europe as well as Asia, for over 
two thousand years. Amongst other things, it explains the 
obvious injustices of life. You reap what you have sown, but it 
takes several lives to do it. 

Anything, however, which fixes some points and leaves the 
individual free to do as he pleases with the rest of his life, fails 
to take into account the triviality of detail revealed by some 
forms of foreknowledge. The case is most clear if one employs 
Dunne’s method of examining dreams. 

I can think of a good example at once. A woman I knew was 
making an examination of her dreams in the Dunne manner. 
Before she went to bed she had seen a rabbit on the lawn. She 
dreamt that she saw a rabbit laying eggs. After having had her 
dream, she woke up and noted it. Later in the day she found that 
her cook had run out of eggs and was forced to order some more. 
There are thousands of dreams like this, in which very small 
past and future memories are mingled, for every one of the 
dramatic kind which are noted in Dunne’s book. It seems, 
therefore, that the future can exist in our minds in minute 
detail. If this is the case, and it should be comparatively easy 
to prove it statistically, then the ‘fixed point’ theory, with 
stretches of Free Will in between those points, cannot be cor- 
rect. But this does not rule out the theory of karma. The indi- 
vidual may come into the world with his future life fixed down 
to the minutest detail and yet by his own action and that of 
others it may be changed. 

I find it hard to swallow the idea that time does not exist 
and that everything happens at once. This seems far too 
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muddled. Likewise the cinema film theory appears to be too 
rigid. On the whole, but leaving myself completely free tochange 
my mind should I be confronted with fresh evidence, I am 
inclined to the belief that the karma-formed pattern of life, 
which is yet open to change, is the most reasonable solution 
of the problem. Of recent years, however, I have noted several 
dreams which might be thought to favour the cinema film idea. 
The reason I say this is that they appear very like bits, shots 
if you like, taken from films, which have no connection at all 
with my present life. In other words, they look like bits of other 
people’s films. 

The first case I noticed happened in 1957, before we left 
Cambridge. I seemed to be just above a car, which was being 
driven over flat and fertile country towards a wide river, or 
estuary. This was spanned by a long iron bridge, at least half 
a mile long. I did not know this place. It was not unlike an 
Essex scene, Maldon or Burnham-on-Crouch, but I cannot 
think of anywhere which would really fit. There were elm trees 
and perhaps oaks on the opposite shore. The dream was in colour. 
The water was grey and muddy, with a strong flow of five knots 
or more, from left to right. I felt I was looking north, probably 
from an instinctive noting of the direction of the light which came 
over my left shoulder. In the first scene the car was approaching 
the bridge, but was still perhaps a hundred yards from it. 

The scene ended as abruptly as a shot in a film. Instantly the 
car was at the abutment of the bridge and was being turned 
round. As yet I had not noticed the people in it. The front of the 
car approached the left side of the bridge, which had a covering 
of iron plates on the outside, rusty in places and painted dark 
grey, or faded black. Again there was a break. The car had 
evidently been backed and was coming forward again on the 
other lock. The construction of the bridge was different on this 
side and ended in an upright girder with worn grass in front of 
it. Below the girder to the right there was a steep slope, or 
cliff, with a drop of perhaps seventy-five feet into the river. 
To the right again and about a hundred yards away, was a small 
round islet enclosed in wooden shuttering as if someone was 
about to surround it with concrete. It looked far below, but 
absolutely clear in detail. My viewpoint was evidently a few 
feet above the left side of the car. I was not in it. I could see the 
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left front wheel and the front seat. In the left seat sat a little 
old man with a pointed face. He was hunched up in a puce- 
coloured Inverness cape, and had, I tkink, a faded green deer- 
stalker hat on his head. I did not know him by sight. The car 
was an open one. It was an old and battered specimen of about 
the end of the Kaiser’s war period. Cheap imitation leather 
upholstery was beginning to come away from the bodywork. 
The car was not a Ford ‘Tin Lizzie’, but of the same vintage. 

As I watched, I noted, entirely without emotion, that the 
left front wheel was clear of the ground. The front of the car 
was already over the edge of the drop into the water. At this 
moment, the driver, who I had not noticed before, rose to his 
feet. He was a burly man in a black suit with a round, light- 
coloured, cloth cap on his head. In a husky ‘fog-and-gin’ voice, 
he remarked, ‘We’ll be dead men any time now, gents.’ And 
that was all I saw. 

Now this dream appears to be absolutely without relation to 
me in any way. There seems to be no reason whatever why I 
should have dreamt it; unless it was a series of shots tele- 
pathically obtained from somebody else’s memory of nearly 
thirty years earlier. It was absolutely sharp and clear. There 
was no muddled nonsense of a rabbit laying eggs, or anything 
like that. Of course one has read of people driving cars into 
rivers, and seen drivers with black suits and cloth caps. One has 
met little men in Inverness capes. But I can see no reason for 
their being brought together in this way in my mind, unless 
they had really been involved in this accident or believed that 
they were going to be involved in it. As it happens, it is not 
once in six months that I can remember a dream at all. 

On the 5th of February 1960 I had another dream of the 
same type. I had almost woken up at about seven o’clock, and 
feeling unwilling to begin the day, dropped off to sleep again 
for a moment. At once I seemed to be looking out of an upstairs 
window in a house I did not know. The window was either on 
a stairway or on a landing. It was a tall sash one, not exactly a 
bay, but a wedge-shaped affair with two lights. It projected 
over a road, or a drive, and was painted cream colour. The road 
passed beneath me and out of sight behind me. By the way the 
shadows fell, I thought I was looking towards the west. On the 
left-side of my view was the stuccoed wall of the house I was 
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in. It was painted cream also. It appeared to be a late Georgian, 
or perhaps early Victorian, house. Most of its wall was in 
shadow. On the opposite side of the drive, and in bright sun- 
light, a cliffrose out of my sight. It filled the whole of the right- 
hand side of my picture. It was almost bare of vegetation and 
also was of a cream colour. It might have been chalk, or a light- 
coloured sandstone. The drive ran straight along its foot, 
rising slightly away from me. About a hundred yards away, it 
curved round to the right, out of my field of view. I had a feel- 
ing that the sea was close to the house on the other side. At no 
time during the dream did I see it. I just knew it was there. 
The house, so my mind told me, was on a ledge above it. I 
should have thought that the scene was somewhere on the south 
coast of England, but it was nowhere I knew. 

Coming down the road towards me was a man in uniform. He 
was extremely smartly turned out. His ivy-green greatcoat 
was beautifully cut and flared out a bit about his knees. It had 
wide black, or very dark green, frogs at the button-holes. His 
trousers appeared very tight and had no turn-ups. On his head 
was an ivy-green forage-cap, with a shiny black band round it 
and a black peak. The circular flat top of the cap was con- 
siderably larger than the modern version of this type of head- 
gear. The man himself was slight and not very tall. He had been 
burnt brown by the sun and his cheeks shone like chestnuts. 
His face was rather round and he had small side whiskers of 
dark hair streaked with grey. He was probably not older than 
about forty-five. As far as I could see, he appeared to be smoking 
a small cigar. In the crook of his right arm, he carried a curious 
basket of dark brown wicker work. It had no handle and one 
end turned upwards at about 45°. It was like a small wicker 
cradle, except the hood part was not upright. It was about 
eighteen inches to two feet long, a foot wide and six inches 
deep. The man himself had an extremely nice friendly face. I 
took him to be a British officer who had been serving in a hot 
climate. The picture stopped dead with the man still sauntering 
down ‘the road towards me and perhaps fifteen yards away. It 
began again in another room, facing the opposite way. The 
room seemed to be a bedroom, but I saw no bed or other furni- 
ture. Somebody else was in the room, but remained outside my 
line of vision. We knew that the officer was in the house and 
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about to come into the room. Outside the door, I heard him say 
to himself, ‘What a beast of a basket! I suppose this is for 
English.’ There the dream ended. 

Now this dream appears to belong to another century of 
time and is clearly much older than the one of the car and the 
bridge. One would think that the uniform ought to belong to 
somewhere between 1830 and 1860. I did not know the house. 
The only person I have heard of with a name like English 
was somebody’s gardener England, and I do not think I ever 
met him. In any case uniforms of this kind were not worn during 
my lifetime. I do not know whether they ever were. I should 
have thought that the man was an officer in the Rifles; but I 
do not know whether the Green Jackets ever wore forage-caps 
of this type. I do know, however, that naval officers wore caps 
of this shape in the years about 1830. Had the man been younger, 
he would have looked quite like my mother’s father, who was 
in the 60th and wounded in the Crimean War, but he left the 
army, as a young man, soon after. I have had several relations 
in the Rifle regiments, but all the others have been tall and 
fair-haired. I think I can safely say that I have no idea who the 
man was, what he was doing, or where he was doing it. There 
seems to be no real link with my life at all. 

Once again, there is no trace of muddle in this dream. It is 
exactly like two shots from a film. If the life we appear to live 
was in reality a projected film, which our mind was watching, 
then these two dreams are just the kind of thing we might expect 
to see if somebody was being careless in the projection room. 
‘Oh, hang it! I’ve put on a reel of Mr. A. Jones’s film instead of 
one of Mr. A. B. Jones.’ ‘Never mind, Mr. A. B. Jones is not 
quite awake yet.’ 

These dreams differ from the psychometric results obtained 
from my mind by working with a sensitive, because there is no 
direct link. It is clear from the psychometric results that one’s 
subconscious mind does make up stories and pictures to itself. 
I proved that to my own satisfaction (page 72). But there does 
not seem to be any reason why these two dreams should have 
been made up in this way. In some, perhaps most, cases, when 
psychometry is practised, a true memory picture is evoked in 
the subject’s mind by the sight of the object. This is then trans- 
ferred telepathically to the practising sensitive. In the case of 
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my experiments, my subconscious mind had no true memory to 
evoke. It appears to have dug about in its memory store for 
scraps of information which it could hurriedly build into a 
picture for the sensitive’s enquiry. I knew enough about the 
setting from which they came for that part of my mind to pro- 
duce quite a reasonable performance. Only in the last experi- 
ment (page 72) did the subconscious part of my mind give 
itself away completely by telling an entirely wrong and also 
imaginary story, which overcame the fair amount of knowledge 
which the object really ought to have brought out. In the case 
of the dreams, there was nothing to suggest these stories at all. 
It may be thought that, in these cases, my mind, half-asleep, 
was taking the place of the practitioner in the psychometrical 
experiments and reading mind pictures derived from somebody 
else. If that is the case, and it seems to be quite a reasonable 
explanation, then we are up against a new problem. In the 
second dream I can hardly have been reading the mind of any- 
body now living on the earth. In the car dream also, it does not 
seem probable that its inmates would have long survived their 
unfortunate experience. 

In some of Dunne’s future memory dreams, the objects which 
evoked them were to be presented to him in the form of news- 
paper articles. He had not read them at the time of each dream, 
but he did read them later. In the case of my two past-time 
dreams, there was no such link. At any rate I am unable to dig 
such a link out cf my memory. One cannot avoid the idea that, 
perhaps in sleep, some level of our minds may be within tele- 
pathic range of the minds of persons who are no longer living 
on this earth. 

This hypothesis would, of course, appear fantastic to those 
who believe that mind can have no existence without a brain. 
This idea is, however, no more and no less a matter of faith 
than the theories of those who seem to think that they know 
exactly what will happen to them in the next world. Both 
theories can be supported by some observed fact, but in neither 
case Can the supporters of the theory prove the matter to their 
opponents. Man can only, at this stage of knowledge, attempt 
to satisfy himself by his own observation and reasoning. The 
less he listens to the dogmas of either school of thought, the 
further he is likely to get with his own study. 
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UNNE’S Experiment with Time contained much theory of 

a mathematical nature which few of his readers could under- 
stand; yet the book carried the subject far more widely than 
might have been expected, simply because it was written by a 
practical man writing about his own observations on himself. 
Most books on psychological matters appear to the layman to 
begin at the wrong end. They argue from the abnormal to the 
normal and not the opposite way round. It seems probable that 
a very great deal of important information could be gathered 
from a statistical study of dreams, provided that they were 
collected from people who were not neurotic and examined 
from the beginning without prejudice. One of the things we 
clearly need to know is whether they are all derived from the 
mind of each dreamer alone; or whether they are sometimes the 
product of some other mind and given to the dreamer by tele- 
pathy. Dunne showed that both past and future memories were 
present in normal dreaming. Could not normal people prove to 
themselves whether their dreams belonged exclusively to them- 
selves or not? I do not remember enough dreams to make this 
study for myself. Perhaps I do not have many. But other people 
dream every night. When they tell their dreams, they appear 
to have muddled ones, which are obviously mixtures of memo- 
ries. The dreams I told in the last chapter were not like that. 
Do others experience this kind of dreaming, and if so, does it 
come from our own minds? It is up to practical people to solve 
this kind of problem for themselves. When they have found 
the answer, then scientists can try to prove it experimentally. 
A materialistic strait-jacket, which denies that the mind can 
possibly be influenced by the minds of people no longer living 
on the earth, is in every way as lacking in the scientific spirit 
as a dogmatic religious one. 
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The Darwinian Theory of Evolution has been the most 
powerful force behind the growth of materialism. From child- 
hood it was always before my eyes. One might be taken to 
church on Sunday, yet The Origin of Species was in the bookshelf 
all the week. Being greatly interested in living things, the theory 
of evolution cropped up in every book I studied on the subject. 
When I went up to Cambridge, as an undergraduate reading 
Natural Sciences, the Darwinian Theory was behind the whole 
teaching. One did not appreciate that it was still only a theory. 
It was taught us as a fact. The geological evidence given in its 
support seemed convincing, because no other side was ever 
presented. There was no hint that, in many other countries, 
the theory had never been accepted at all. It was about thirty 
years before I even thought of questioning this dogma, which 
may be briefly summed up as the idea that all nature arrived 
at its present form because more efficient designs always 
ousted less satisfactory ones, by depriving them either of life 
or food supply. The survival of the fittest was Nature’s great 
aim; although what Nature was, and how this aim was really 
achieved, remained a matter of faith. 

Everybody must know the geological sequence of supposed 
evolution and there is no need to describe it here. But we should 
remember that the geological record only contains the remains 
of such animals as have happened to die in suitable places. It 
can never be even approximately complete, and evolutionary 
sequences, although they may look very convincing in a text- 
book, have of necessity great gaps in them, which have to be 
filled in by supposition. Although the writer, or lecturer, may 
point to such cases as the change believed to have taken place 
in the gradual loss of the extra toes in the feet of ancient horses, 
it still is only an inference that this was in any real way related 
to the survival of the fittest. It is in the insect world that the 
whole theory seems weakest. Out of hundreds of possible life- 
cycles, which have been carefully studied and whose often 
almost incredible story is known, let us take one and see where 
it leads us. 

At the time that the Coal Measures were being laid down, 
perhaps two hundred million years ago in what is known as the 
Carboniferous period, there were already dragonflies on the 
earth. As far as is known, there were not even reptiles living: at 
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that time and great amphibians were the most bulky beasts to 
be seen on land. Everyone nowadays knows the life-cycle of a 
dragonfly. Its child hatches cut of an egg and becomes some- 
thing, known as a ‘nymph’, living at the bottom of a pond. 
It is rather a repulsive-looking creature, grey-brown in colour, 
and appears not unlike a small dragon. Like the dragon too, it 
is carnivorous. It creeps about the bottom of the pond till it is 
full grown. Then it climbs up the stalk of a reed or some other 
aquatic plant into the daylight. Clinging to the stem, above the 
water, its body becomes dry. After a time the nymph appears 
to die. It splits open, and a perfect dragonfly, now known as 
an ‘imago’, emerges. When its wings are dry, it takes to the 
air, leaving its old cast-off body still clinging to the plant. 

Now, let us look at this story in terms of Darwinian evolu- 
tion. The race of dragonflies has survived on earth for about 
two hundred million years; nobody knows really how long it 
has survived, because, according to the evolutionary theory, 
dragonflies must have struggled against other contestants for 
a time and, being the fittest of this kind of insect, have held their 
place ever since. Well and good, but how did they manage it? 
We have a reasonable picture of what their Carboniferous 
environment was like. The Coal Measures were laid down in 
tropical swamps. There were some large amphibians, bigger 
versions of turtles, newts, frogs and such-like animals of some- 
what peculiar forms. No doubt some of these ate some dragon- 
fly nymphs and some were eaten by fish. But the nymph of a 
two-foot-long dragonfly was rather a formidable customer on 
its own account. Let us suppose, however, that life was so 
dangerous for the nymphs under water that they were pushed 
up the stalks of giant mare’s-tails and such-like plants. Here, by 
some inexplicable miracle, they became provided with four most 
efficient wings and never returned to the swamps to breed, but 
only to lay eggs. Are we to suppose numerous nymphs clinging 
fearfully to plant stems and trying to think out how they could 
fly? One seems to hear the plops as the failures lost their hold 
and fell back again into the swamp, where they could not even 
breed. To me this idea seems just silly. So also is the idea that 
the chromosomes in the cells of the shoulders of the insects 
suddenly thought up the thing for themselves, just because wings 
were needed to fly. How could the idea of flying suddenly occur 
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to a beast which had lived under water all its life? There only 
seems to be one possible answer to this kind of question. The 
life-cycle of the dragonfly, and the way the insect’s body should 
develop, must have been thought out before they were dragon- 
flies. The blueprints were already drawn and the insects were 
built to these plans. 

As archaeologists, we have our evolutions too. We have 
numerous type series of development; of forms of pot perhaps, 
or of brooches, or pins, or of weapons, but we do not think that 
the objects made themselves into these forms of their own 
volition. We know perfectly well that minds thought out these 
shapes. We cannot see the minds, or rather the bodies, of the 
people who made these things in those particular shapes, but 
we infer that they were human minds, who had felt a need for 
these extensions of themselves. 

All the great orders of nature, when they are discovered in 
the geological record as fossils, appear fully formed. The 
molluscs have shells like they have today. The crabs are crabs. 
The amphibians appear as amphibians and not things with a 
dozen legs. Reptiles are reptiles and mammals are mammals. 
It is probably the same tale with species also, if more specimens 
were available for study. The picture of life gradually crawling 
out of the sea, or primeval slime, to engage in millions of 
years of bloody war, until the species we see today were forced 
into their present shapes in the struggle, does not seem to have 
any foundation in fact. It is an explanation cooked up to fit a 
theory and not a theory based on the whole mass of observed 
fact. Furthermore, this theory only seems to have firm believers 
in Britain, the United States and Russia. Such keen observers 
as the French naturalists have always regarded it with suspicion, 
because it does not work. The wonderful variety shown in the 
life-cycles of the invertebrates, insects, spiders and the rest, is 
totally impossible to explain by any theory of evolution of the 
Darwinian type. 

Evolution, however, is an observed fact. There is clearly an 
orderly succession of forms of life, changing from the simple to 
the very complicated. But just as the bronze axe changed in 
shape through the centuries without any assistance from its 
“struggle for existence’, so surely we are at liberty to infer that 
our evolutionary successions in nature are the result of mental 
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activity on the part of a mind or minds who have a necessity 
for producing the living objects. It was the mind of the man who 
wanted the axe to cut down trees, or to split his neighbour’s 
head, which evolved its shape. And it was another mind which 
saw that it would cut better if the shape were changed a little. 
It seems to me, looking at the problem as objectively as possible, 


Fig. 24.(A) Begonia leaf: 
(B) Clearly evolved from the super-imposition of three simple 


leaves, 
(C) whose spacing appears to indicate an almost ‘Victorian’ inter- 


est in curves. 
This botanical example seems to show deliberate outside in- 


fluence on a plant form. 


that it is far more probable that some external mind is re*pon- 
sible for living things, as we know them, than that they dragged 
themselves up into their present forms by trial and error. 

All these life-cycles look like experiments with living things, 
carried out by minds which enjoyed doing them, much as the 
sculptor enjoys chipping out his figure from stone, or the 
mathematician enjoys solving his problem (Fig. 24). There does 
not seem to be any place for chance development. Someone 
watching his experiment sees that the scheme for protective 
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coloration, which he had worked out for certain conditions, 
is becoming dangerous to his particular specimen of the mo- 
ment. He is the force which gives the chromosomes the push 
to change the coloration. It has been shown that man, by 
selective breeding, can change the shape of animals. It has also 
been shown that he can breed them back again to the original 
shapes. The characteristics, which are supposedly developed by 
the struggle for existence, are just the ones which appear to go 
back again and cannot be permanently maintained. When a new 
type of animal appears, it appears as the completed article. A 
dog’s tail does not become any shorter because it is bitten off 
every generation. 

I have often remarked in books and lectures that if a theory 
is on the right lines, it will continually gather to itself evidence 
in its support, just as a snowball gathers snow. Scraps of new 
knowledge come to join it from all kinds of unsuspected sources. 
If there is a flaw in a theory, however, obstacles are rising all 
the time in its path. This is clearly what is happening with 
Darwinism. The more people struggle to find out how it works, 
the further they seem from the solution. The obvious answer 
that the theory itself is wrong does not seem to occur to many 
thinkers. It has been so drilled into children as an accepted fact 
that few heretics dare to question it. It is not an accepted fact, 
but a working theory, and it no longer seems to work. 

I have talked rather a lot about this matter of Darwinism, 
because we cannot take an objective view of the phenomena we 
are trying to investigate so long as we obscure the possibilities 
by dogmatic assertion that mankind is the result of so chancy a 
thing as ‘the survival of the fittest’. If this is the truth, then you 
can at once rule out any likelihood of plans for an existence 
beyond this present life. There can be no possibility of com- 
munication with minds which are no longer in this world. All 
the great mass of reports of curious phenomena, which have 
been painstakingly collected and recorded by numerous ob- 
servers, must be the products of the minds of people alive at 
the time they occurred. 

Some philosophers and thinkers maintain that they cannot 
believe in a future life, because the brain disintegrates after 
death. But what happened to the dragonfly? Did it not undergo 
a kind of death and appear in a new element in an entirely 
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different form? Could the nymph possibly have appreciated by 
observation that there was a flying insect inside it, when it was 
creeping about on the bottom of the pond? There are many 
thinkers now who hold that the brain is only a machine for 
censoring the sensations. This idea is certainly gaining strength 
at the expense of those who believe that brain and mind are 
one and the same. In spite of all the work done on the subject, 
it remains a matter of opinion and nothing else. In our study 
we must try to remain free from bias on either side. If it leads 
us to form conclusions from what we have observed, then we 
have achieved our purpose. 

Even the few observations which I have recorded here do 
seem to give us a few pointers. They surely show, for instance, 
that many of the phenomena which cause considerable fear and 
anxiety to the nervous, are no more than thought projections 
from the living. They do not, however, contradict the possibility 
that some may be derived from minds on another level of 
existence. The brief observations on the Darwinian Theory 
also seem to point to the possibility that such minds, on other 
levels, do exist. There we will leave this problem for the 
moment, before discussing it rather more fully, and take a short 
look at another form of thought transference which seems akin 
to both magical and poltergeist phenomena. 

I do not suppose many people have heard of the phenomenon 
known as couvade? This is a term used among anthropologists 
to describe an extraordinary state of affairs. In the years before 
the Hitler war, there was a considerable correspondence on the 
subject in Man, one of the publications of the Royal Anthropo- 
logical Institute. Couvade is found all over the world. In its 
most dramatic form, it is a relation between a man and his wife 
at the time of childbirth. Many observers have reported that, 
during the period of childbirth among primitive communities, 
the man often takes to his bed while the child is being born, 
and appears to suffer the same pains that his wife suffers. In 
some districts, the man actually falls ill some time before his 
wife does and is in bed for a considerable time before the actual 
birth. 

Many theories have been put forward to account for this 
phenomenon. One authority even went so far as to suggest that 
during pregnancy the wives actually gave off some effuvia, 
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which was actively poisonous to men. I was not greatly inter- 
ested in couvade until I happened to learn that the same thing 
was, at any rate in theory, still prevalent in the Cambridgeshire 
fens. Although the fen villages were at one time somewhat 
isolated, the fenmen are by no means simple or unintelligent. 
They are a tough, industrious breed, quite up to the standards 
of Cambridgeshire villages on the high ground. In fact, from 
considerable experience of both, I would be prepared to give 
higher marks to the fenman than to the uplander. The very 
fact that it was the fenmen who still held to couvade, suggested 
to me that there was more to the matter than just an ‘old wives’ 
tale’. 

I discussed couvade on several occasions with Dr. T. T. 
Paterson, who was at the time making a sociological study of 
the people of Fife, from whence he originated himself. He told 
me that a form of couvade was still very common in the villages 
of that district, but that it took a slightly different form. When 
a woman became pregnant, the father of the child was believed 
to suffer from toothache. So firmly was this believed, that when 
a girl was known to have got into trouble, there was an im~- 
mediate hue and cry for a man with toothache. The sufferer 
from this malady was undoubtedly the father. What happened 
when there were several men with toothache in the village is 
not related. 

The obvious answer to this appears to be that it is a result of 
an anxiety condition produced in the man by his feelings for 
the woman. But is this the right answer? Anyone who has 
bothered to study the accounts of faith healing, must have 
noticed that the healer often complains that, although he may 
be successful in curing the patient, he contracts to himself a 
mild form of the same illness. I have on several occasions seen 
this happen myself. People who have been able to remove head- 
aches from others by putting their hands on the sufferer’s fore- 
head, remarked as they did so, ‘Now I shall get a headache 
myself.’ And so they apparently did. 

Up to this point, the whole matter was only one of mild 
interest to me; but of recent years I have begun to suffer from a 
mild form of couvade myself. At present it is only in the joke 
stage of, ‘I have got a horrid cold; I suppose you will get cou- 
vade now’, from my wife. But, over a period of years, it always 
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happens that when my wife gets a chill, or a gastric upset, I 
invariably get some minor complaint, not necessarily the same 
one, within a day or so. It would be quite absurd to mention 
these small affairs, and they would certainly have passed un- 
noticed were it not for their obvious relation to the larger 
problem. They only differ in degree from real couvade and it is 
small clues that we have to look out for. 

Now, I am perfectly certain that my small form of couvade is 
not due to anxiety; neither is it due to effluvia or any other 
nonsense. Yet it is clearly a minor form of the same thing. It 
follows that the real couvade is not due to anxiety either. 

In many cases, it is probable that the gentleman with the 
toothache has no idea of the consternation he has caused in the 
girl’s home. He knew there was a risk, of course, but, as a 
general rule, he had probably been running that risk for a con- 
siderable time before Nemesis intervened. It seems reasonably 
clear that we are dealing with something belonging to the same 
class of phenomena as healing by resonance with ‘The Box’, 
or finding water with a divining-rod. The symptoms are passed 
from one person to another, not by bacteria, viruses nor any 
understood medical process, but by the almost unknown force 
known as Resonance. The force, studied under this name by 
de la Warr, is akin to electro-magnetism, but differs from it. 
It is presumably the force employed by telepathy and all forms 
of extra-sensory perception. Not long ago it was buried deep 
in the supernatural. Now it is rapidly emerging as a natural 
force. 

Resonance is used by beasts and birds, probably to much 
greater extent than by human beings. They use it as an instan- 
taneous means of communication and they use it at a distance. 
Creep up to the hedge surrounding a field of brussels sprouts 
when pigeons are feeding in it. Then look over the hedge. 
Instantly the whole field explodes with pigeons crashing up 
into the air. The bird who saw you uttered no cry. It just sent 
out a telepathic warning to the others, who did not see you 
because they were hidden by the greens. The warning went out 
by resonance. Perhaps this can be seen best down on the flats 
by the edge of the tide. The little flocks of wading birds, parti- 
cularly dunlin, fly as one bird. There is no call from the leader 
to: make them turn; it just thinks it. 
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How does our cat know unerringly where we are when he 
wants his twenty-fourth meal of the day? It is dark and he is 
out in the garden somewhere on his own affairs. Suddenly he 
feels hungry. He cannot see or hear us. He does not go round 
the house howling at each door and window in turn. He goes 
straight to the room where he knows telepathically that we 
are, Even if his back is turned to you and he is a hundred yards 
away, watching for mice in the sunlight, directly you see and 
think of him, he knows it. He turns round to look at you and, 
if the mousing is slow, he will saunter up and talk for a moment 
or two. This is all the same thing; the employment of a natural 
force which has not been properly investigated. 

Presumably all migration of bird and beast is directed by 
resonance. The homing pigeon is linked to its loft by it. The 
Manx shearwater, which was taken from its chick in a burrow 
on the island of Skomer, across the Atlantic, flew unerringly 
back to it again. It was in resonance with its chick more strongly 
than with anything else. 

What is so wonderful about all this, is not so much that the 
force exists and these things take place; as that forms of it, 
such as water-divining, have been known for untold centuries, 
and scientists have not been generally interested in finding out 
how they work. 

Thought transmission by resonance is not confined to com- 
munication between individuals of the same species. We can 
feel the annoyance of a dog or a cat which has failed to get its 
own way and sits there sulking. The feeling is just as strong as 
if it came from another human being. Anyone who has been 
brought up with horses, knows that if he feels nervous, the horse 
will do so too. We can feel the thoughts of wild beasts also. I 
have felt it myself. 

In 1917, as a boy, I was fishing for little brown trout in a 
stream which ran at the bottom of a tangled piece of woodland 
in an Exmoor combe. It was a place full of rocks, scrub oaks and 
hazel bushes. A buzzard, which was then a rare bird, had a nest 
in an oak near the pool where I was fishing and a dipper had 
another on the face of an overhanging slab of rock just below 
me. I was fishing in a most unorthodox manner, with a line 
running through an eyelet of wire on the end of a walking-stick. 
Why there were trout in this stream at all is one of those 
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mysteries which has not yet been satisfactorily answered. The 
rock slab with the dipper’s nest under it threw the water clean 
out in a waterfall of a dozen feet or so. No trout could have got 
up it. Still we are not now concerned with the problem of the 
trout and whether their eggs were carried above the fall on the 
feet of wading birds, or how they got there. 

As I was cautiously fishing the pool, beneath a tangle of 
bushes, I’ felt strongly that I was being watched, but I felt it was 
a man who was watching me. I had really no clue who it was. I 
turned slowly round and found I was looking into the face of a 
big dog-fox, who was sitting up and studying me with great 
interest. You could feel him thinking, ‘So that’s how you catch 
those little fish. I find it most difficult myself.’ Then he turned 
round and trotted off entirely unconcerned. I was the one who 
was surprised. 

Those who have read Jim Corbett’s fascinating books on 
tigers and leopards will recognize this as the same sense which 
he describes. He knew when man-eaters were watching him, 
without being able to see the slightest sign that they were there. 
Their thoughts reached him telepathically. 

It is clear then that not only do living creatures of the same 
species communicate together by thought projection alone, but 
we can do so with them, and they can do so with us. The old 
fairy stories, which told of men and women who understood 
the language of beast and bird, were not such nonsense after all. 
No doubt this faculty would have to be strongly developed; but 
the faculty does exist and could probably be enlarged by train- 
ing it. I have friends who have actually used it for deliberate 
communication. 

Perhaps we are now nearing a point where we can begin to 
understand another well-authenticated phenomenon. All over 
the world, there are people who still believe today that birds 
and beasts can be the bearers of unspoken messages. These are 
usually about the death of a friend, or near relation. Amongst 
the Celtic peoples, such messages are spoken of in English as 
‘sendings’ and I shall use that term for them. 

Everyone must know somebody else who has experienced 
a sending; at any rate, any countryman of the west cannot fail 
to have heard of them whether it be birds or black dogs. 
They are, however, classed with fairy tales by the instructed. 
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They are some nonsense in which our grandparents believed 
before the marvels of modern science had swept all that kind 
of thing away. The Greeks and Romans, who took a lot of 
notice of this kind of portent, are often derided for pandering to 
ancient and impossible superstition. But the Romans were an 
exceedingly hard-headed and practical people. Of all the peoples 
of antiquity they were the most down to earth. Business was 
business, even if a thousand men died to get the project carried 
through. 

I have witnessed a ‘sending’, and I was not alone when it 
happened. Of course it may have been a coincidence and all the 
other recorded cases of sendings may have been so too. I cer- 
tainly did not think of it as being anything else at the time it 
happened. Now I keep an open mind. So, for what it is worth, 
here is the story: 

For a few years after the Kaiser’s war, my mother, as I have 
mentioned before, had a house in Shropshire called Little Ness. 
I had been staying for some time with a favourite cousin, who 
had developed tuberculosis of the lung, late in the war, appar- 
ently aggravated by flying at high altitudes without oxygen 
equipment. At times he appeared to be recovering, but I left 
him very ill. 

My mother and I were having breakfast one sunny morning, 
with the dining-room window open on to the lawn. Suddenly 
there was a whir from the window and a robin landed on the 
floor beside the table. It began to hop, very slowly, clockwise 
round the table, pausing every few hops to look sideways up at 
us. I thought, ‘Oh, a robin, hungry I suppose,’ and threw down 
a few crumbs. The bird took not the slightest notice and con- 
tinued its steady perambulation of the table, which was a large 
one, without even glancing at the crumbs. Having made a com- 
plete circuit of the table, it hopped on to the window-sill and 
flew off into the garden. My mother looked at me seriously, and 
said, ‘You know what that means, don’t you?’ ‘No,’ I said, in 
some surprise. ‘ Jack is dead,’ she answered. So he was; we heard 
the news later in the day. 

Well, I am not really certain about this. Had my mother 
made no remark, I should have thought nothing of the incident. 
Robins frequently came into all houses I have ever lived in. 
They defile books and furniture and are sometimes fielded by 
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the cat with incredible agility. But they did not come in in the 
same way as that robin at Little Ness. I have watched innumer- 
able robins since then and have never seen one behave like that 
robin did. There was an extraordinary air of purpose about it. 
It was not there for food: I had tested that. It seemed to have 
come with the greatest deliberation, simply to draw attention 
to itself. Having made sure that we had observed it, it left again 
as it had come. It did not show the slightest alarm at the move- 
ment when I threw the crumbs on the floor, and ignored them 
as they lay. 

My mother clearly had no doubt at all why the bird had 
come. She recognized it at once as a ‘sending’ and knew what 
its message was. 

This story is typical of hundreds, and probably thousands, of 
such tales. Let us suppose that it was a ‘sending’ and see what 
this implies. We have seen that man in some degree can com- 
municate with mammals of a different species to himself. He 
does this by telepathy; a faculty which has now been proved 
to exist. Observation tells us that birds are great users of this 
faculty, and we may be justified perhaps in thinking that, if 
man took the trouble, he could communicate with birds also. 
From observation, we can feel reasonably certain that, in spite 
of the efforts of some scholars to prove that they act only by 
instinct, many birds are efficient thinkers. They reason things 
out; you can watch them doing it. 

Now, if this bird was given a message of any kind, this can 
only have been given to it by telepathy. It is possible that it was 
relayed from bird to bird instantly over a long distance, in this 
case well over a hundred miles. The important point, however, 
is, could it have received this message through the agency of 
any living person? The answer to this is an emphatic No. If 
anybody can talk to birds in tnis way, in this country, he is a 
very rare specimen. We are therefore brought up at once against 
the problem of the survival of human minds after death. One 
can see the possibility that someone, finding himself still exist- 


_ ing after his bodily death, might wish to tell his closest friends 


of the fact very intensely. I am most guarded about this whole 

question, but one must admit that the possibility does exist 

and that in many ways it is the easiest explanation. If one case 

is dismissed as pure coincidence, there still remain hundreds 
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of others to be explained away. Why did the idea ever arise at 
all, unless it was frequently observed ? 

Let us look at it from the coincidence angle. Birds, of course, 
do come into houses. I have had frequent robin visitors; but, 
unless they are surprised by someone suddenly coming into 
the room, they are seldom seen. When they are surprised 
they become distraught. I have had blue and great tits, wrens, 
blackbirds, swallows, jackdaws, starlings, sparrows and swifts. 
Once during the Hitler war, I went into the study of an old 
colonel, who was raising units of the Home Guard. He was 
sitting working at his desk with the fireplace beside him. On 
the mantelpiece, between two valuable Chinese vases, sat a 
brown owl, fast asleep. ‘I suppose you know there is an owl 
above your fireplace, Colonel ?’ I asked. ‘Yes, Tom,” he replied. 
‘Now about those rifles for Hauxton and Harston...’ Yes, 
birds are frequent visitors to houses, but they are either busy 
about their own affairs, frightened or lost, or, like the colonel’s 
owl, completely indifferent to their surroundings. These send- 
ings are in a different category. Through the ages, they have 
struck people, who must have seen birds at other times in their 
houses, as having come in with serious intent. I have yet to 
hear of a case of a ‘sending’ without its subsequent confirma- 
tion. Are we to assume that people only notice birds in their 
houses when they are expecting bad news? I do not think so, 
for I have noticed many times that people were worried because 
a bird had come into the house by accident, or on its lawful 
occasions. I think we must accept the fact that the entrance of a 
bird, coinciding with or preceding the death of somebody 
closely connected with the people of the household, has been so 
frequently observed, over such long periods of time, that its 
role of messenger is taken for granted. The object of such a 
message would, of course, be to demonstrate the survival of 
the dead person’s individuality, not his death. 

Now, if there is any genuine foundation for this belief, there 
must be a reason why the phenomenon should take place. Why 
is the messenger a bird, and not a weasel or a hedgehog ? I will 
venture a guess at the answer. If people survive bodily death 
and, as has been inferred from the Myres’ manuscripts, taken 
down in automatic writing, or from similar evidence, still 
remain in the general zone of the earth, they must have an 
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entirely different rate of vibration to our own. They are be- 
lieved to be only able to get in touch with minds on our own 
level of existence by considerably reducing their frequency, or 
rate of vibration. It should be far easier for a person on the next 
plane to reduce his frequency to the rate of that of a bird than 
to our own. Therefore somebody who had recently died and 
wished urgently to tell his friends that he still existed and who 
had not yet learnt to reduce his frequency far enough to get 
in direct telepathic touch with them, would probably find it 
much easier to send a message of a kind through the agency of a 
bird than by a mammal. This is of course pure supposition, 
but at least it shows that there is a possibility of finding a solu- 
tion to the problem of ‘sendings’ without calling in the weak 
explanation of coincidence. This is almost always the wrong 
answer. If I can just sit in a chair and think up some sort of 
answer in a comparatively short time, surely a properly con- 
ducted examination of a collection of reports ought to produce 
some interesting results? 

Dogs, particularly large black dogs in England and yellow 
and white ones in Celtic lands, are frequently believed to be 
messengers of death. This is Miss Theo Brown’s particular 
study and I shall not discuss it here. There are also sendings 
which involve inanimate objects, such as pictures and looking- 
glasses. Large numbers of people believe that if a picture falls 
down off the, wall it portends the death of somebody connected 
with the house. This is a particularly inconvenient belief to 
hold in a house where the pictures are hung from brass wire 
and which is lit and heated by gas. I have lived in houses where 
the wires were frequently eaten through and pictures often fell 
from the walls, to the great alarm of the superstitious and 
entertainment of those who did not suffer from this disability. 

Although one is tempted to dismiss all this kind of thing as 
rubbish, it must be remembered that psychokinesis, the move- 
ment of inanimate objects by the power from mind alone, has 
been proved to exist through Rhine’s experiments with dice. 
Any arguments which can be applied to telepathic messages 
carried by birds, would also hold good for inanimate objects. 
It is not possible yet to form a reasoned opinion. 
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I HAVE had very little experience of things that go bump in 
the night. Having spent quite an appreciable part of my life 
in small wooden ships, it is very possible that I simply do not 
notice them. A wooden ship especially when at sea, but also to 
some extent when at anchor, is full of strange noises. There are 
creaks and groans, noises like pistol shots and bangs. If the 
running rigging is not properly secured, there are tappings of 
various kinds, which old seamen call ‘carpenters’. 

There are, however, one or two things I have heard which 
require an explanation. Here at Hole several of us have heard 
unexplained voices on different occasions. These have been 
heard outside the house and on three sides of it. It sounds as if 
two or more girls were chatting and giggling together. The 
voices are quite ordinary ones, but they are rather low and 
faint. No one was visible. We, thinking they were ordinary 
voices, have tried to see who was making the noise, on quiet 
summer’s afternoons, without any success. There is no more to 
it than that. They appear to be voices with no bodies, just as 
the ghosts I have seen were bodies with no voices. There is no 
feeling of creeps, cold, or any other sensation attached to either 
phenomenon. 

During the war, I spent some months in an old farm-house 
in a village outside Cambridge. I slept in a little room which 
had been built on to the north side of the old building and whose 
floor was below ground level. The head of my bed was against 
what ‘had been the main north wall of the house and a flight of 
three steps led up to a door through it and into the main pas- 
sage. To the right of my head, as I lay in bed, the passage went 
into the big kitchen, to the left it led to the staircase which did 
not look as if it were the original old one. I used to go to bed 
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early and was usually asleep by eleven o’clock. On many 
occasions I was awakened, between midnight and one o’clock, 
by the sound of a heavy tread going past my head from left to 
right. The footsteps came from near the stairs and passed on 
into the kitchen where they stopped. Thinking they might be 
someone going through the kitchen to an outside lavatory, I 
sometimes waited for the footsteps to return. They never did. 
They simply ended in the kitchen. If there had been any lights 
on at the time, I should have seen them through the crack under 
the door, which was not far from my eye level. There never 
were any lights. 

This solemn tramp went past my head, in the dark, from 
nowhere into nothing. I sometimes opened the door and 
looked out. All was dark and there was nothing to be seen. 
There were no feelings attached to the footsteps either, except 
that of annoyance at being woken up. There was no horror, no 
feeling of cold, nothing. As I said before, I am used to noises 
in the night. These footsteps must have been very heavy to 
wake me up. 

There are very many stories of people hearing steps in the 
night. It is one of the commonest of these phenomena, but it is 
really harder to account for than ghosts, or ghouls. One can 
easily imagine somebody projecting them once, or even once 
a year. The person may have waited in the kitchen in fear of 
another person’s approach and listened with dread to the sound 
of his footsteps. But why should it happen on many nights, 
possibly every night, for I may not have always been wakened 
by them? I did not mind them. They just became a bore, like 
the bombers revving up their engines on Bassingbourn airfield. 

I have little doubt that steps of this kind are a telepathic 
phenomenon and I just happened to be on the right wave- 
length to receive them. I may have only received a part of the 
projection. Had my receiving set had a slightly different tuning, 
I might have seen the tramping figure and not heard him. Or I 
ee have felt him as a ghoul and neither seen nor heard any- 
thing. 

These things appear to differ from dreams in which you see, 
hear and feel. They differ again from the psychometric pictures. 
One evidently receives them on a very narrow band and this 
has to be most accurately tuned in to for any reception to occur 
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at all. The phenomena suggest to my mind that the world may 
be crammed with projections of this kind and we can receive 
only those in that narrow band to which our bodily set happens 
to be attuned. This would explain why many people never seem 
to have any extra-sensory perception at all. They may just be 
unobservant, but perhaps they are tuned in to wave-lengths 
which nobody ever uses. 

It appears that with practice this band can be extended. This 
is one of the results which seem to be obtained by yogi discipline 
and asceticism. Whether it is worth all the trouble entailed, I 
do not know. But it does seem as if the mind’s powers of pro- 
jection and reception can be considerably increased. If the Hindu 
sages are correct in their interpretation of the results which 
they obtain, then there is a future existence beyond bodily 
death in which the senses are hardly used at all. All communica- 
tion is by telepathic projection and reception direct from the 
mind. Thought takes the place of speech and by turning down 
the knob to reduce the frequency to that of our general one, 
persons on a higher plane can at times get in touch with minds 
on our earthly level. Their thought has to be picked up direct 
by the mind of a sensitive and by that sensitive translated into 
words. 

It can be easily grasped that, if we could learn how to turn 
up our knob and bring our receiving sets up to the frequency of 
the next level of existence, the results of receiving on this 
wave-length would be very remarkable. But in general our sets 
are not designed to do this. Greater power is needed for the 
higher frequency. This attempt to gain increased power is the 
aim of every magician. And this is also the object of what yogis 
train themselves to do. Whether they get many marks for this 
great effort to obtain what they would presumably get if they 
cut their own throats, it is permissible to doubt. Still, since the 
bulk of mankind obviously worries a great deal as to whether 
personality survives bodily death or not, anything which helps 
to gain a sense of security in this matter is obviously an advan- 
tage. Why worry about death if you are sure that you will 
survive it? For that matter, why worry about it if you are 
certain that you do not? It is the uncertainty about the whole 
thing which is such a nuisance. 

To return, however, to our problem of projected ghosts and 
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so on, if this transmitting theory is correct, it must surely 
follow that the programmes which are received must come from 
instruments transmitting on our own wave-band. Since people 
living on other planes are said to have to take considerable 
trouble to reduce their frequencies in order that a few sensitives 
may be able to pick up their transmissions, it is clear that most 
of the observed ghostly phenomena must come from persons 
still living on this plane. They have to make no increase, nor 
reduction, before their transmissions can be received. 

We can surely say then, that if you are confronted with a 
ghost, ghoul, or uncanny sound, it is far more likely to be a 
thought projection from one of your fellow-men, still living on 
the earth, than it is to be a broadcast from outside. It is of course 
open to anybody to say that nothing will induce them to believe 
that thought, visual or otherwise, can be transmitted from one 
person to another, without some form of bodily sense. If it is 
words, you must hear them, or pictures you must see them with 
your eyes. But with the proofs obtained from Professor Rhine’s 
experiments showing the existence of telepathy, psycho- 
kinesis, clairvoyance and precognition, this seems to be no 
longer a reasonable view to take. It is both dogmatic and 
unscientific. 

This does not rule out the possibility of some ghostly pheno- 
mena being transmitted from another plane. In fact the most 
plausible explanation of the numerous tales of ghosts with a 
message is, not that they are spirits, but that they are deliberate 
pictures projected by persons existing on another level. Every- 
one must have heard stories of this kind. Hidden money, missing 
wills, and so on, are often said to have been found through the 
help of some non-terrestrial messenger. But the messenger 
does not often come into the bedroom and say, ‘Get up, old boy, 
and come down to the cellar and I’ll show you where I buried 
Aunt Jane’s brooches behind a brick.’ The messenger either 
appears as a figure without a voice at a certain spot; or as 
a figure in a dream putting a definite idea into a person’s 
mind. 

Here, in Branscombe, there is a story still told of an old lady 
who haunted a farm until some missing hoard of money was 
found. After its discovery she was never seen again. It is not, 
however, told that she made any remarks to indicate where the 
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hoard was. The most satisfactory explanation of this story 
appears to be that the old lady, now living on a different plane, 
was sufficiently interested in the earthly affairs of her rela- 
tives to lower her frequency and project an image of herself 
for them to see. This was as far as she could go. The intention 
was to draw attention to herself and encourage them to think 
out what she might have done with the money. 

This is not a particularly good example, but I am deliberately 
trying to avoid the use of published material and this happens 
to be the only story of its type which I have heard directly. 
Some published cases involve such elaborate details of secret 
hiding-places, numbered pages in books and so on, that it is 
hard to see how they can be explained away without deliberate 
interference from some entity on another plane. I have not 
experienced this kind of thing myself and considering how 
relatively rare it must be for a situation to arise which necessi- 
tates the co-operation of somebody in another world, it is not 
to be wondered at. 

A brief précis of what has now been studied in this section 
would perhaps run as follows: The majority of ghostly pheno- 
mena can be shown to be, of necessity, thought projections 
from living people. There is, however, a body of evidence 
which gives reasonable credence to the suggestion that some 
phenomena originate from persons no longer living in this 
world. It must be borne in mind, however, that there appears 
to be some error in our conception of time. There would then 
be the possibility that projections of known persons, which are 
seen after their deaths, were in fact transmitted before they 
actually died. (In the case of the red-coated lady seen long ago 
here at Hole, the appearance of the image seems to have been 
seen many years before its transmitter actually appeared in 
the house.) 

This whole study is extremely complicated and we can only 
hope to solve some of its problems by slow degrees. I will, 
however, now give what little evidence has come my way to 
suggest that the mind of an individual does in fact survive the 
death of its earthly body. 

I have seldom had much to do with professional ‘wise 
women’, although it is always interesting to watch their tech- 
nique. Also I have never attended a seance, which may be very 
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remiss of me, but I always have plenty of things to do and am 
not fond of mass meetings of any kind. 

In 1940 I heard of a wise woman who was said to be unusual 
and to have what is called a ‘spirit guide’ named White Hawk. 
There is always something which appears to be incongruous 
about these names. All one’s hackles rise at once when one 
hears them mentioned. In point of fact, they are probably 
pseudonyms adopted for some very good reason to conceal 
the identity of whatever voice may be speaking. There was 
evidently a problem here which was worth investigating and, 
having some personal matters which would make a question, I 
went to see the lady. She was very dark of hair, eyes and skin, 
but I was unable to decide whether she was of gipsy origin or 
had a lot of Mediterranean blood in her. She summed me up 
in a few minutes, not getting it right I fancy, and then said she 
would go into a trance. She said that she only did so for people 
she felt sure could stand it. She had more than one spirit guide, 
she said, but she hoped that she would get White Hawk. He 
was much the best guide, but was liable to be fierce with people 
and they were sometimes alarmed by it. White Hawk was a 
Red Indian and his spirit occupied her body while she was in 
the trance. 

The wise woman sat in her chair, passed both her hands 
downwards over her face two or three times, gave a deep sound 
like a kind of grunt and was then instantly out. She appeared 
to be out in the sense of a boxer who is knocked out. She was 
not asleep in the ordinary sense. As I watched, her face appeared 
to change from a rounded and smooth one to something much 
more rugged. It did not look at me. Her voice, when it came 
again, was quite different to what it had been before. It was 
deeper, more guttural and no longer feminine. It addressed me 
as ‘My friend’ and appeared to be that of an elderly man who 
had learnt fluent English, but was not using his native tongue. 
The English was perfect in grammar and so on, but seemed to 
be learnt. It did not really belong to the speaker. The voice 
launched at once into the problem I had brought. I had to ask 
no question. A solution was suggested, but as we have already 
dealt with precognition, there is no need to go into that now. 
The voice talked to me in a natural way and I replied as naturally 
as possible. For my part, however, it was rather like talking 
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to a stranger who has come to a party with all his buttons un- 
done. You try to go on as if nothing unusual had happened. 
Then conversation died down. The voice said that it would see 
me again and I was apparently dismissed. The woman in the 
chair stirred, rubbed her eyes and began to look round the 
room in a bemused manner. After a moment or two, she talked 
again in her original voice. Had I talked to White Hawk? Had 
he been nice to me? and so on. I assured her that it had been a 
most interesting experience; gave her the small fee for which 
she asked; and hurried out into the fresh air. I was completely 
at a loss to explain what had happened. 

I spent a long time thinking it over and then, one free after- 
noon, felt I must try it again. After the same preliminaries, I 
found myself conversing with the voice once more. On this 
occasion it began at once to talk about the future progress of 
the war. The air menace, I was told, would soon be overcome, 
but water was a different matter. Those trying to help Britain 
would take a long time to master it. There was such a bulk 
of water and the temperature was so low that it was very 
difficult for them to master it. I did not understand what this 
meant. 

The voice then switched to personal matters and we talked 
for a long time, not on equal terms, for the voice was clearly 
in a position of authority. It was the sort of relationship which 
is found when a junior officer talks to one of greatly higher 
rank. I knew hardly anything; the voice knew it all. When it 
finished talking, I thanked it for its information as if I were 
thanking an ordinary person to whom I had come to ask about 
some point of study. The voice replied that it was most unusual 
for anyone to talk to it unseen in the manner I had done and 
promised to send a very wise and learned friend to help me in 
the future. The interview then concluded in the same manner as 
the first one. 

I have talked to the wise woman on other occasions without 
her going into a trance and I am convinced that she had neither 
the education nor the general knowledge to be able to converse 
in the way the voice talked. While it was talking, her whole 
personality was changed. I have since studied ponderous Ger- 
man works on this subject and do not agree with the conclusions 
that this kind of thing was acted. The wise woman was as dead 

124 


SN gga aS SREB A Sarg 


bie Se Ra. > 5g HO eR 


i 


iar aan 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


to the world as a dead drunk. You could have lifted up her eye- 
lids and rubbed her eyeballs with your finger and she would not 
have noticed it. This is only an opinion, of course, but it repre- 
sents as careful observation as I was able to give of someone 
sitting within three feet of me. It is typical of the many reports 
that are given of mediums who go into a “dead trance’. 

After the war, I saw the wise woman again on one or two 
occasions. It was noticeable that some emotional domestic 
upset had destroyed her faculty. This is probably similar to 
what was observed by the German scholars. When their 
powers, for some reason, began to weaken, the mediums were 
caught out trying to force them and in making things up. They 
were trying to work in conditions which no longer existed. 
This may have been done subconsciously and in any case does 
not concern this investigation of mine. I am dealing with some- 
thing I observed myself and not with the theories of others 
regarding their observations. 

It is extremely difficult for me to extract a definite answer 
as to the meaning of what I saw and heard. If one was trying to 
work out a solution to almost any other problem, you could 
hardly be expected to be given a piece of more convincing evi- 
dence. But with a question of such general importance as this, 
one must try to put up other explanations than the obvious one. 
This is that the wise woman’s bodily machine was for a short 
time put at the service of someone now living on another plane. 
A second such explanation does come to my mind. It is that the 
wise woman’s mind was able to detach itself from its ordinary 
level of thinking and to become something not very different 
from a ghoul, or, shall we say, to project a ghoul. This ghoul was 
able to read the contents of some level of my mind telepathi- 
cally and to talk to me about what it found there. It should be 
remembered that I had already had the unusual experience of 
occupying the same volume of space as a ghoul. We know too 
that both telepathy and the reading of future memories have 
been established by statistical examination. 

The first proposition is much simpler than the second one. 
It is the obvious and common-sense answer. While the sessions 
were going on, it never occurred to me to question to myself 
that I was actually talking to somebody who was not living on 
our earthly plane. One must, however, be quite impartial in one’s 
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judgment, however much one would like this answer to be the 
correct one. 

Taking the voice as an indication of personality, there is no 
question but that I was talking to an entity of great intelligence 
and a forceful character. It had the ring of real authority behind 
it and spoke as if it were in the habit of ordering about per- 
sonalities of the same general type. I have conversed with a 
number of famous men, both from the fighting services and from 
the intellectual world. This voice had the qualities of both of 
them combined. None of the living personalities gave me any- 
thing like the sense of power which was behind the voice. 

Now let us look at the second possibility. To begin with it is 
extremely complicated. The wise woman would have had to 
change gear somehow in her mind and operate on another level 
of it. We can appreciate that this might well account for the 
apparent lack of consciousness which she showed on her normal 
level. Being, shall we say, in second gear, her mind had to be 
tuned in to the second, or another gear of my mind, read what 
questions of importance appeared to be in it and then speak 
them back through her bodily machine. Here again we can easily 
understand how her voice appeared to change. Any machine, 
which changes its gear, changes also the sound made by its 
mechanism. But although we can understand that a person’s 
mind might be much more powerful in second gear than in top, 
it seems incredible to me that the wise woman’s character could 
be stepped up to such a remarkable degree. It is also reasonable 
to suppose that her type of mind in second gear would bear 
some resemblance to her mind in top gear. It might be more 
powerful and more intellectual, but surely it would not be en- 
tirely different in character. I can understand the possibility of 
a change of voice and I can understand an apparent increase in 
the sense of power: I cannot, however, understand the com- 
pleteness of the change. It was, to continue the mechanical 


_simile, a change from one make of engine to quite a different 


type. 
If there were no evidence at all for the survival of mind after 


bodily death, I would grudgingly accept the change of gear as 

a possible theory and thus see in it an explanation of all the 

exuberant phenomena reported by spiritualists. There is, 

however, a mass of other information in confirmation of the 
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theory of survival. The celebrated Myres’ scripts (edited by 
Geraldine Cummins and much quoted in Raynor Johnson’s 
works), for instance, were checked and cross-checked in a 
scrupulous scientific manner. They were apparently dictated 
to four sensitives at once in a way which only permitted their 
being put together and read as a connected whole, when all 
four texts were brought together. In any other subject the 
results obtained would carry instant conviction. It is very nearly 
impossible to doubt that the scripts were indeed dictated by 
Myres after his death. There are many more instances of a 
similar nature. The Myres scripts, however, are better known 
than others. 

If this theory is correct, then, unlike the ghouls and ghosts 
with which we have been dealing, the Voice was somebody from 
another level to ours, speaking through the bodily mechanism 
of the wise woman. Weighing up the probabilities, I feel that 
this is the correct answer. Although it proves nothing, another 
sensitive has recently given me evidence of interest being taken 
in my activities by an entity corresponding to the guide promised 
to me by White Hawk’s voice twenty years ago. This is, to 
say the least of it, extremely interesting. 

There are at least seventeen recorded cases of well-known 
mediums who have had Red Indian ‘Spirit Guides’. On the face 
of it, this appears highly improbable. Assuming, for the sake of 
argument, that these were entities from another plane, there is 
a possible explanation to account for the number. Sceptics over 
a period of 300 years have been unable to explode the Red 
Indian belief that their ‘medicine-men’ communicated with 
spirits by the ‘Shaking Tent’ technique. If the medicine-men 
did indeed master this art, who would be more likely than they 
to employ it in reverse from another plane? 
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E have reached a point in this investigation at which I 

must begin to try to suggest how these things work. Of 
course I am in no way fitted to do this, and my attempts to do 
so may well seem both childish and absurd. But then I do not 
think we can begin to understand without going right back to 
a childhood level and learning to look on the world as if we had 
not seen it before. Reality is in any case rapidly appearing to be 
something quite different from what we have always taken it 
to be. The solidity of Victorian science has gone. Solids are no 
longer solid, but almost entirely empty space. Mind cannot be 
distinguished from energy, and so on. We have got to start 
at the beginning again in any case, unless we adopt a moronic 
view and spend all our time rushing from one place to another 
simply in order to get there, knowing nothing about anything 
and caring only for ourselves. 

The subjects which we are trying to study have been taboo 
for generations and are only now just beginning to be taken 
seriously by the scientific world. The majority of scientists 
today, by reason of the long training they have had in other 
branches of study, are less likely to be able to adapt themselves 
to the new ideas than persons who have not been so intensively 
trained. It is probable that, as with most subjects at an early 
stage of their development, the big discoveries will be made by 
laymen. 

Many years ago, I asked the late Professor Sir Ellis Minns, 
who was a mine of information on many out-of-the-way matters, 
what was the origin of the halo drawn round the head in many 
early pictures of Christian saints. He replied that, in his opinion, 
it had probably been borrowed by the early Christians from the 
Buddhists and it represented the aura emanating from the saintly 
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or divine personage. You will notice the caution of the real 
learned man. It is only the learned parrot who knows what 
everything is. This aura is something which some people can 
see and others apparently cannot. It is not a trick of the light 
and it is not confined to humanity, nor to the animal world. 
Flowers also have a visible aura. 

Until recently my interest in the subject had been limited to 
the question I had once asked Sir Ellis Minns. I assumed, 
naturally enough, that they were figments of the imagination. 
But I now find that I can see them in a rather subdued light. I 
have not yet got the trick of looking for them. I see them 
occasionally by accident, round human beings, animals and 
flowers. They appear to me as a luminous mist, perhaps an 
inch or more wide, surrounding the hard outline of the body. 
They are considerably brighter than a background, even if this 
is a whitewashed wall. Perhaps I can compare the seeing of an 
aura with the sight of a projectile leaving a gun barrel. If you 
are standing in exactly the right position, you can occasionally 
see the passage of a shell through the air, although it is travel- 
ling at a very high speed. Probably a gunner, who has got into 
the trick of it, often sees shells leaving his guns. 

Although some people continually see auras, others who do 
not happen to have done so seldom believe that there is any 
aura to be seen. This would no doubt be the case with pro- 
jectiles, were it not for the fact that the men who have seen 
them, as long as there have been projectiles expelled from guns 
by explosives, were hard-case individuals with no nonsense 
about them. The projectiles can also be photographed, which 
carries conviction. The people who claim to see auras are 
seldom of this type and so are not believed. I do not know 
whether auras have been successfully photographed, but I 
should not expect it to present much difficulty. 

But, if an aura can be seen, there must be some reasonable 
explanation of what it is. It can hardly be effluvia rising from 
the body, for it appears to form a regular translucent outline 
round a body, whether this is in part covered with clothes or not. 
To those who are good at seeing it, the aura is often coloured 
and this colour varies with the condition of the body which it 
surrounds. There have been doctors who made their diagnosis 
from the condition of a patient’s aura. 
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The explanation, widely held by those who study psychic 
matters, is that the aura is one of the three bodily shells which 
are believed to enclose the soul, or mind, of man. It is, they 
think, the aetheric body, or shell, which has an outline slightly 
larger than the earthly body which it encloses. This may be 
so, but there is another explanation which need not necessarily 
contradict it. 

I have already referred to de la Warr’s experiments with 
resonance. Readers who are interested should read his New 
Worlds Beyond the Atom, not once but several times. It is diffi- 
cult to doubt that his results are just as worthy of belief as many 
of those obtained by orthodox science. His diagnostic technique 
followed that of earlier experimenters, and such instruments as 
Dr. Abram’s Box have been known for many years. But de la 
Warr’s photographs, if they may be called by this name, of the 
rays emitted by matter, appear to be entirely original and to 
have most far-reaching implications. Briefly described, his 
results seem to show that every cell of every living organism, 
and even the most minute particles of living matter, give off, 
or broadcast, a ray individual to themselves. These rays cannot 
be seen by the human eye, but can be registered on a sensitized 
photographic plate. The rays can be plotted and numbered on a 
scale, which in practice is found to work out as a double spiral 
of two cones joined at their apices, or points. As the forms of 
matter become more complicated, the rays given off by its 
component cells, or particles, intersect at various points and 
form a kind of blueprint of the complete object, only a fragment 
of which may be being examined. De la Warr has claimed to 
have taken some most startling photographs of plants, bulb, 
leaf and flower, from the seed alone. He has even produced 
photographs of flowers from pills made from extracts of their 
plants. These remarkable photographs, if genuine, apparently 
show the blueprint formed by the intersection of the rays 
which would give the plan to which the plant was intended to 
grow. 

It seems most probable that the brilliant visions seen by 
mystics, the takers of mescalin and of other drugs, are really 
due to an increase in the observer’s frequency rate, which 
enables him to see the rays given off by all matter. It is notice- 
able too that all reports purporting to come from individuals 
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on the next plane of existence, speak of an increase of brilliance, 
beauty of colour and so on of everything on that plane. This 
seems to be entirely in accord with an increased frequency rate. 
Increase the rate and the rays can be seen, but they can probably 
be only seen by the mind and not the eyes. 

Let us look at it in another way. All the phenomena which 
we have been examining in this book appear to need an in- 
crease in what we might term ‘voltage’. It takes two human 
machines to produce a ghost; one to transmit and one to receive. 
It seems to be infrequent for anyone to project a ghost and to 
see it himself, unless there is no distinction between dreams 
and ghosts. It seems to be necessary to increase the voltage, 
power, or whatever you like to call it, before the manifestations 
can occur. This can be done, either by having two human 
machines linked by resonance, or by one machine which is 
somehow speeded up to double its normal rate. Magic is caused 
by speeding up the machine; the more machines are linked the 
greater the power generated. Ghosts can be produced when two 
machines are linked. De la Warr’s experiments apparently will 
not work without at least one human link to his mechanical 
machine. Dowsing will not work without the human machine, 
unless elaborate electrical equipment is provided. Entities on a 
higher plane are presumably able to produce ghost effects 
without a link, because they are living at a higher frequency 
rate. 

Now it is maintained by some yogis, for instance, by Param- 
hansa Yogananda, that persons living on the next plane to ours 
can create anything they need from what he calls the ‘blue- 
prints’, which are everywhere in their immediate surroundings. 
But de la Warr has apparently demonstrated the existence of 
such blueprints on this plane also. Statements by yogis, which 
would otherwise be completely incomprehensible, become quite 
understandable in the light of de la Warr’s work. 

The blueprints are formed by the rays emitted by the cells. 
Where they cross and form a pattern, there will be the shape 
of the fully developed organism. The shape is already inherent 
in the organism as soon as it is conceived. Here then presumably 
lies the answer to the scientific mystery of how the cells of a 
body know how to multiply in the right directions to form a 
mechanism of the required type. It does not explain, of course, 
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who formed, or created, the original blueprints, but it can 
hardly have been Darwin’s Struggle for Existence. | 

It seems probable that the visible aura, which surrounds a 
living organism, is the haze formed by those parts of the rays, 
emitted by the cells, which lie beyond, that is outside, the blue- 
print formed by the intersection of the rays. The actual outline 
of the body is at the points of intersection. The aura is what 
might be called the ‘waste’ outside. It goes about with the 
body as long as the cells of that body are producing their rays. 

If this zone of cut-off rays is indeed the same as what is known 
as the aetheric double by students of psychical research, it is 
only separated from the material body by the actual blueprint 
itself. Thus it is hard to see how it could be regarded as a body 
on its own. Each organ of the material body is presumably 
outlined by the blueprint and thus the internal zones of cut-off 
rays would overlap inside. One can perhaps understand that it 
might form a kind of insulator to the material body and in that 
sense be described as a ‘husk’. 

I have just been using the experiments of a scientist, albeit 
an unorthodox one, to attempt to explain the phenomenon 
of the aura, which is generally regarded either as non-existent 
or something of a supernatural kind. It seems to me that not 
only do de la Warr’s experiments afford a reasonable explana- 
tion for the existence of the aura, but conversely the aura, which 
has been seen by many people throughout the ages, gives an 
added reason for thinking that de la Warr’s observations are 
correct. Each by themselves may appear improbable; together 
they seem to explain one another. If this is accepted, it seems 
that de la Warr’s detractors are speaking, not from knowledge, 
but from dogma. 

The question of whether the yogi experts are reporting 
experiences which really belong to this world or to another 
need not bother us for the moment. It is more interesting to 
note that they have identified the existence of the blueprints 
by the use of the mind alone. De la Warr has demonstrated the 
same thing by mechanical means; but it must be remembered 
that his apparatus has to be linked to a human mind before it 
can work. It is only an extension of mind. The same is true of 
any form of broadcasting. Sound broadcasting and television 
are only extensions, by mechanical means, of what the human 
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mind can do of its own accord, when suitably accelerated. This 
is the lesson which appears to be emerging from our investiga- 
tion. 

The auras then appear to be an entirely natural phenomenon 
and we must learn not to look on people who say that they have 
seen them as if they ought to be shut up. That more people do 
not see them may well be due to the fact that one has to be 
trained in noting almost any phenomenon. Many people have 
been angry when I have picked up archaeological specimens 
which they could not see. I once picked up a Roman brooch 
from in front of a learned doctor. ‘Don’t put down your foot for 
a moment,’ I said, ‘there is a bronze object right under it.’ He 
would not speak to me for the rest of the day. The mind has 
to be trained to appreciate what it is looking for: mine was 
trained in the study of beasts, birds and insects at an early age. 
It was easy to switch to archaeology. I once stood in a small 
patch of the Glenluce sands and saw twelve flint arrow-heads 
lying scattered in the area before I picked them up. In the same 
way you have to be trained to see an aura. Once you have the 
trick, there is nothing to it at all. Special spectacles are marketed 
to train people to see auras. I have tried a pair, but all I gained 
was a headache. I have wondered since I began to take some 
interest in this, how many of the people who look at you in a 
sideways manner are really the crafty deceivers one might be 
led to think, and not in reality trying to study your aura. 

According to the results obtained by the para-psychologists, 
the respectable new name for the students of psychical research, 
the soul of a person after death lies for two or three days more 
or less asleep, until it has separated from its aetheric husk. It 
then appears on what is called the ‘astral’ plane in an astral 
body, which is a replica of its earthly one. (These terms are 
tiresome because they are not always used in the same sense 
by different writers.) Now it is a well-known fact that some cells 
of the body, particularly the cells of the hair, continue to grow 
and divide for about three days after death. The aura therefore, 
which appears to be the product of the rays given off by these 
cells, would not disappear instantly on death. It therefore 
appears that the aura and the aetheric husk, or double, are one 
and the same thing. In other words, the soul, or mind, would 
not be expected to leave the earthly body until all its cells had 
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ceased to emit rays. How this affects some person who happens 
to be in the way of the explosion of a large quantity of high 
explosive and is completely obliterated by its effects, does not 
immediately become clear to us. In fact it appears highly doubt- 
ful to me whether there is such a thing as an aetheric double at 
all. It only seems to complicate a problem which is difficult 
enough without it. 

On the other hand, some Hindu sages are said to be able to 
separate their doubles at will and so be in two places at the 
same time. But this might perhaps be equally well effected by 
direct thought transmission. One of their appearances would 
then be a thought image, or ghost, something comparable to 
a television picture. The other would be their normal body. 

In any case, nobody seems to be prepared to suggest that the 
aetheric double has any particular function to perform. It might 
perhaps be thought to act as an insulator, or shock absorber, 
and it has been compared with the chrysalis, or pupa, stage of 
an insect’s life-cycle. This comparison is, however, not parti- 
cularly satisfactory for, unlike the pupa, the aetheric double 
does not appear to be any more substantial than an afterglow. 
If there is a next stage in human existence, and this seems highly 
probable, then the body employed in it is the one known as the 
astral body, and this has a much higher rate of vibration than 
the earthly one. 

It seems reasonably certain that all extra-sensory phenomena 
are not products of the brain working on its normal level in 
everyday life. The brain appears to deal entirely with informa- 
tion supplied by the normal senses. The extra-sensory faculties 
do not necessarily pass through the brain at all. They appear 
to arrive at a distinct thing, the mind, direct. The mind and the 
soul are apparently two words for the same thing. This distinc- 
tion between the extra-sensory and normal sensory faculties 
is of great importance when considering the question of the 
survival of the personality after bodily death. 

There are two schools of thought. The religious school 
maintains that it has been informed that the individual survives 
bodily death. The materialist school denies the possibility of 
this. Humanity, as a whole, does not really believe that either 
school knows what it is talking about. But it would very much 
like to know the answer. The ordinary man is not so dumb that 
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he cannot see that the materialistic view is just as much a matter 
of faith as the religious one. 

The chief argument of the materialist is that, since all 

memory is stored in the brain, without the brain tissues there 
can be no memory, nor any form of thought. Religious theory 
doubts the possibility of coming to any conclusion by the use 
of reasoning or experiment. The truth is revealed to it and that 
is that. 
- But the study of extra-sensory perception appears to support 
a third theory, which maintains that the body is only a piece of 
mechanism, used by a mind, which is distinct from the brain, 
as a convenience during its time on earth. The mind does not 
have its home on earth, but only comes to it to collect informa- 
tion. The brain, according to this theory, is a kind of filter, 
useful for excluding experiences, which would only confuse 
earth dwellers. One might compare the brain to a resistance on 
an electric circuit. 

Let us take the familiar case of the fitting of an electric bell 
to ring off the main electricity supply in a house. The apparatus 
to be used for ringing the bell does not require much power to 
work it. In actual practice it may require eight volts. A more 
powerful bell than this would be wasteful and expensive to run. 
You do not need the full force of the power available to make 
the bell ring. It would in fact burn the apparatus out. The 
available supply is perhaps one of two hundred volts. You there- 
fore put a contrivance, known as a resistance, into the wire 
circuit, which joins the main current to the bell. This resistance 
lowers the power of the electric current running through the 
circuit from two hundred volts to eight. The eight volts are 
quite strong enough to make the bell ring. 

Now it seems possible that the machine, which we know as 
‘our body’, we do not even speak of it as ourselves, may well 
be in the position of the electric bell in the circuit, or rather of 
the apparatus used to make the bell ring. It is economically 
designed for collecting information on this particular earth 
level; but it does not require the whole of the current available 
to us for its use. While on this earth it is not necessary that it 
should record everything that is happening around it. It is not 
designed, for instance, to record the wireless waves which are 
passing through it, nor is it designed to record more than a 
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limited range of sound waves and those of light, although we 
know that waves of both kinds exist on either side of the scale 
which it does record. 

The brain acts like the resistance in the electric circuit. Its 
recordings are made available by a limited number of senses, 
each with a limited range. We ourselves, however, are outside 
this circuit and are the users of the instrument, the ringers of 
the bell. We have no idea what our real voltage is. 

Those persons whose extra-sensory perception is high, 
appear to be able to register other ranges on their machines. 
Perhaps everybody can do so when taught the correct procedure. 
You undo a screw perhaps, and slide something along a bar; 
at least that is what you can do with some man-made resistances. 

When somebody finds out the trick of undoing the screw, 
altering the voltage and using the increased power to heal 
somebody else of a disease, it is known as a miracle. If he does 
it to smash the machine of an enemy and kill his body, it is known 
as magic. There is no distinction between magic and miracle 
and no distinction between either and Dr. Abram’s Box. All 
are supra-normal activities, because normal voltage does not 
permit them to be operated. 

The trick of undoing the screw and changing the voltage is 
known as faith. Faith is really a ‘know-how’ with confidence 
and if one reads the Gospels as if they were reports of ordinary 
mundane affairs, it is clear that Christ, who was the greatest 
worker of miracles of whom we have a record, not only knew 
how to undo the screw, but could teach his followers how to do 
it too. What could you do if you had faith? Well, you could 
heal diseases in other people; you could disregard such natural 
forces as gravitation, and walk on the water; you could control 
wind and sea; you could change matter and turn water into wine, 
or order a mountain mass to be moved into the sea. In fact you 
could do all sorts of things which can only be effected by an 
ordinary body if provided with elaborate mechanical aids. The 
disciples learnt so well that they had no difficulty in practising 
magi¢ too. They killed Ananias and Sapphira when they were 
displeased with them. 

The matter of faith was entirely distinct from the moral code 
of life which Christ taught and which he evidently believed to 
be far more important than any working of miracles. The moral 
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code was an absolute necessity if men were to be possessed of 
great magical power. In the sequel, they soon lost the know- 
ledge of how to obtain the power and it is undoubtedly fortunate 
that they did so. It was highly dangerous in the hands of people 
who did not hesitate to use it to remove persons of whom they 
did not happen to approve. From time to time, however, others 
have learnt how to undo the screw and these have by no means 
been confined to any one religion. 

The one essential for obtaining faith was to go back to the 
very beginning. You had to become like a little child and learn 
to look at things in a different way. This sounds quite im- 
possible; but for a long time now science has looked at things 
in a different way to that in which the bulk of mankind looks at 
them. A red coat is not a red coat to a scientist. It may be called 
a coat, but most of it is entirely empty space, in which are small 
particles of matter with elaborate chemical formulae. It is 
partly composed of matter, no doubt, but it has become im- 
possible for the scientist to distinguish between matter and 
energy. As for the colour, it happens to be every colour except 
red. When such terrible things can occur to the ordinary man’s 
idea of what constitutes a red coat, it becomes clear that we 
have remarkably little idea what anything really is at all. The 
way in which we were brought up to look at the world may be 
entirely fictitious. In fact it is only a convenience provided by 
our resistance. The instruction then that we must become as 
little children clearly means that we have to forget for a time 
all the construction put on the world by teaching and experi- 
ence as we were growing up, and learn to look at everything in 
a different way. How we were to look at things was carefully 
not included in the Gospel reports, or if it was, it has been cut 
out again, for it was the secret of how you could harness 
enormous power by means of your own equipment. Possibly 
the secret is still known, even in Europe, but it is far too 
dangerous to be let loose on humanity until the moral code, 
which is its counterpart, is universally accepted. This code 
never was accepted and the power remains untapped. Mankind, 
however, is steadily evolving mechanical substitutes to take its 
place. 

It is reasonable to assume that the method used by Christ to 
obtain control of this power was not unlike that employed by 
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Fig. 25. Distant view of Sgor nam Ban-naomha on Canna. The name, the crag of the holy women, refers 
to a tiny Celtic nunnery on a ledge above the sea beneath the cliff on the right of the sketch. The far-off 


clouds are above the outer Islands, thirty miles away. 
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some yogis today. They spend very long periods in contempla- 
tion. Christ fasted for nearly six weeks in the desert, where he 
may be thought to have spent the time in the same manner. 
After this period, he had gained the mastery of it and was then 
‘tempted by the Devil’. He could use the power to conquer 
the world in the way that Alexander had nearly done it not so 
very long before; he could use it to impress his moral code on 
humanity by a dramatic demonstration of its possibilities; or 
he could do it by the production of unlimited food, which was 
the chief bodily need for most of mankind. His choice was to 
take a purely human course and impress humanity by the power 
of the intellect. 

The method was not entirely forgotten. Centuries later men 
were going into the deserts of North Africa for the same reason 
and in the early part of the Dark Ages, when the brilliance of 
the Roman Empire was fading, men and women from the Celtic 
fringe of Western Europe did the same thing, for the same 
reason (Fig. 25). The monks of the Celtic church travelled far 
and wide over the ocean in search of deserts suitable for con- 
templation. This is how the early cross, which I have described 
earlier in the book, arrived on the Heimaclettr. 

The monks were rewarded for the austerities of the voyage 
and the weeks spent on lonely crags beyond the rim of the world. 
Not only did they accumulate great stores of energy, which 
enabled them to convert whole tribes of Anglo-Saxons and 
Germans to their beliefs; but their artistic senses were enriched 
and their monasteries produced the greatest exponents of the 
most intricate form of ornamental art that Europe has ever 
seen. That ‘turk’s-head’ knot, which old Angus had put on the 
end of the tiller of the steering-oar before the voyage began, 
the trick of whose making had probably been handed down from 
some seaman serving in the Roman galleys on the Solway Firth, 
became, under the mesmeric effect of the movement of light and 
shade as the boat soared over the swells, a bundle of writhing 
serpents (Fig. 26). This went down, in course of time, on the 
vellum page of an illuminated gospel. Men look at these pages 
today and speak of them as miracles, and so they are, but the 
power to illuminate them was gained in the age-old way by 
prayer and fasting. One wonders whether a week or two at sea 
in a curragh on the Northern Ocean, coupled with a couple of 
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Fig. 26. Influence of ocean-voyaging on Irish Art. The 

Turk’s-head knot (above) turns into a knot of serpents on 

a piece of looted bronze-work found in Norway (below). 

This engraved and gilded object is probably torn off an 

eighth-century shrine (after Jan Petersen, drawn from his 
photograph), 34 inches long 


months on an Icelandic hill-top feeding on scurvy grass and 
puffins, would have any beneficial effects on the perpetrators of 
those monstrous daubings and stones with holes in them, which 
now pass for modern art. 

Those weeks on sea and land enabled the monks to revert 
to the wondering condition of little children. The limitless 
grandeur of the grey northern sea and the strange majesty of 
the northern landscape more or less forced it on them. There 
was no possibility of being diverted from their meditations by 
the small worries of the inhabited world they had left behind 
the circle of the horizon. All day long, and for most of the 
summer night, they could sit on the edge of the cliff and watch 
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the ceaseless procession of the clouds gliding by and the endless 
succession of rollers coming in from the apparently empty 
ocean. Or they could turn round and see the sun glittering on 
the Icelandic ice-caps and perhaps, far off, a puff of smoke rising 
from the volcanic cone of Heckla. Crag, ice-cap, ash desert and 
volcano on the one side; island, skerry and oceanon the other, were 
there to focus their thoughts on the nature of things all the time; 
while all around the air was filled with the whir of the wings 


of myriads of birds.If a man’s mind could not be tuned-in to the 


forces of nature on the summit of Heimaclettr, it could not be 
done at all. All the time, too, the wonder of how all they were 
seeing came to be there at all, must have compelled them to see 
how little they really knew about anything. ‘What did it all 
mean?’ The question brought them back again to the child- 
hood level. Then, as they contemplated the majesty of the un- 
ending pageant, the secret which they had come to seek slipped 
suddenly into their minds. They knew how it was done. 

But those Irish and Scottish monks have not left the secret 
to us. They recorded the deeds of their ancestral heroes in tales 
of great beauty. They made lovely copies of their sacred books. 
They wrote chronicles and genealogies; but there is no word 
of what they had really learnt from their vigils in the deserts 
beyond the world’s end. Perhaps it was too difficult to put 
into words; but more probably it was too dangerous to be 
related to anybody whose mind was set on worldly things. 
They went to great lengths to learn the secret; but they were 
not going to divulge this hard-won treasure for the benefit of 
kings and conquerors. And so, with the passing of the Celtic 
monks, the secret has gone from Western Europe, and has to 
be sought again, should anybody wish to find it in these days 
of atomic power. 

If I knew the answer today, I do not think that I would part 
with it either. There is little to suggest that the leaders of any 
country have the right qualifications for being entrusted with 
so dangerous a force. 

Of these three contending theories as to the existence of 
human personality after bodily death, the one which puts the 
human brain into the position of a resistance on an electric 
circuit seems to be the most reasonable. One cannot accept the 
materialistic theory that life is an accident, and all evolution 
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has happened by chance, simply because it does not account 
for such things as the dragonfly’s life-cycle. No stretch of the 
imagination can make it into an explanation of the innumerable 
cases in the world of nature in which animals at some point in 
their lives change over from living in one element to living in a 
totally different one. There are many other ways in which it 
seems to be quite impossible for it to be the correct answer. 
One is reminded of the old, and still effective, question of ‘How 
did that clock get on to that wall, unless somebody made it and 
put it there?’ One is simply driven to this position by objective 
reasoning; unless one has some blind faith in the materialistic 
opposite. Whereas, however, the religious man can say that 
God communicated his belief to him, the materialist can only 
reply, ‘I told myself that this must be so.’ We, having somehow 
been provided with a mechanism which can think, are surely 
entitled to reason things out for ourselves and express what 
doubts we please about either of these two beliefs. 

But if somebody made the clock and put it on the wall, they 
did it for a purpose. They put it there to measure the passage of 
time. Presumably, therefore, the world of nature was put there 
for a purpose also, and not only the world of nature, but the 
earth, the solar system, the galaxy and all the galaxies seen 
and unseen. It can hardly have been done for fun. We are surely 
justified in thinking that mankind was made for a useful pur- 
pose; but we are also in the position of not knowing what that 
purpose is. In fact it looks very much as if whoever made the 
clock deliberately refrained from telling it why he had done so. 
It presumably does not aid the purpose if the individual 
knows what this is. I cannot even see that Christ is ever re- 
ported as telling his disciples why they had been made to live 
on earth at all. 

Although, however, we do not seem likely to be told the 
purpose for which we are intended, there do seem to be a 
steadily accumulating collection of clues as to what happens to 
us next. These clues, many of which have been gathered over 
the years by the students of psychical research, all appear to 
point in the same direction. They all tend to support the third 
proposition, namely that the human body is only a machine, 
or piece of apparatus, designed for use in this particular phase 
of living; but utterly useless and thrown away as a piece of 
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junk when it is worn out. The user of the apparatus is our real 
self. The body is simply a useful thing for gaining information 
during our earthly life. Its usefulness could not have been 
secured by the designer without the inclusion of a resistance, 
the brain, because our own voltage is too high to be used on this 
low earthly level. Why the information is needed, or who really 
needs it, we do not know. The evidence, however, seems to 
point to it being ourselves who need it, even if we pass it on 
later to a common pool of knowledge in a club of persons 
similar to ourselves. 

I am taking much of my information from the checked and 
cross-checked communications of the Myres scripts, but there 
are many other reliable sources available. 

After bodily death, the resistance is not needed any more; 
because we will then be living on a different plane at a much 
higher frequency. We then presumably use more of our full 
voltage. This plane is the one known to the parapsychologists 
by the rather unsatisfactory term of ‘astral’. Astral means 
‘pertaining to the stars’ and does not appear to be a correct 
definition. The astral world seems to be very much the same as 
this one and in the same general position; but, since the fre- 
quency of everything on it is much higher, we cannot see, hear 
or fee] it, any more than we can see, hear or feel broadcasting 
transmissions without a receiving set, although they are 
passing through us all the time. The people living on the astral 
plane can therefore pass through all the material objects which 
we know on this earth and which seem solid enough to us. 
Without the resistance of the brain, we would presumably be 
able to see the astral people. As it is we cannot do so and they 
cannot see us without lowering their rate of vibration. For this 
they must no doubt use some form of resistance which has not 
as yet been described in such a way that we can really under- 
stand it. When using this resistance, they can to some extent 
communicate with such of us as have their faculties of extra- 
sensory perception highly developed. 

The astral body of persons living on the next plane is said 
to be a replica of the earthly body without its blemishes. It is 
said, in fact, to be with us all the time; interpenetrating our 
existing body through the wide interstices of empty space 
which form the major part of it. Being on a higher frequency, 
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there is no apparent connection between the two bodies. One 
might make a simple comparison by thinking of the propeller 
of an aircraft. When at rest this appears to be a solid object 
with widely separated blades. When it is turning at high speed, 
you cannot see it at all, or at most would take it to be a disc 
of vapour. There seems to be nothing impossible, nor even 
improbable, about this idea of the astral body. At any rate it is 
the most reasonable idea that I have as yet heard. More than 
that, it is not at variance with the natural laws which have been 
established with regard to our earthly plane. 

Let us see what this idea seems to indicate: We are living on 
this earth for some reason which we do not know; but it is 
reasonably clear that it is not the result of accidental evolution. 
We are, however, apparently informed, by people who have 
died already, that it is to gain more experience for a club of 
people of the same general type as ourselves. The idea is to 
raise the general standard of knowledge of each particular club, 
in order that it may move up the scale to higher levels of exis- 
tence. Further than that we need not inquire in this study. 

To live on this material earth, which has a relatively low 
frequency, we have to be provided with a resistance called a 
brain, which can filter the information needed out of a much 
greater volume of happenings. This brain is housed in a body, 
which has to feed the brain, as well as itself, in order to keep the 
very elaborate mechanism working. After a time, the whole 
machine wears out and can be thrown on the rubbish heap. It 
is not us. It is just something which has been useful for a parti- 
cular expedition and experiment and is of no more value than 
a worn-out pair of climbing boots. 

After death, that is the breakdown of the worn-out or 
damaged machine, we are still living, and perhaps have always 
been living and always will do so. We have been watching the 
activities of our machine and storing the results to tell to our 
friends in the club. While the earthly body has been working, 
we have been occupying the same general area of space. When 
it dies, we are still there as an astral body of much higher fre- 
quency. We are precisely in the position of the dragonfly 
imago, which has emerged from its nymph case. Something 
has been thrown away in each case. We just happen to be able 
to watch the dragonfly in its phases of living in the water and 

144: 


GHOST AND GHOUL 


in the air. The dead case is thrown away when the dragonfly 
nymph changes into an air-borne insect. I do not know whether 
anyone has attempted to measure the frequencies of these two 
stages of the dragonfly’s life-cycle, or whether it would be 
practicable to do so. But I feel reasonably certain that they 
would be quite different and that the dragonfly nymph could 
never see the dragonfly imago, even if the refraction of light 
between water and air would occasionally permit it to do so. 

Now, what seems to happen in the case of magic and miracles 
is that those who perform them have learnt a way of speeding 
up their frequencies, from the earthly to the astral level, by 
cutting out the resistance of the brain. How they manage to do 
so is a mystery. But it seems to be a mystery which is not 
beyond the bounds of human ingenuity to solve and to describe 
in scientific terms. 

There are many people, even in this country, who claim to be 
able to leave their earthly body at will and to go about in their 
astral form. I know one person who appears to be able to do so 
without any difficulty. They do this by means of thought. But 
thought is no longer distinguishable from energy. 

I have not tried to do this myself and so cannot speak from 
direct personal experience. There is, however, so much re- 
corded testimony of this leaving one type of body and using 
another, that it seems probable that it can actually be done. 
The astral body is said to remain attached to the earthly body 
by two indefinitely extensible cords. These were evidently 
known as long ago as the writing of the Old Testament: ‘ When- 
ever the silver cord be broken.’ 

Now, if you can learn the trick of leaving your earthly body 
and go gallivanting about in your astral one, you would then 
presumably be freed from the resistance of the brain. You would 
have the power of the full voltage of the astral one (it might 
be possible to test how great this would be by ingenious experi- 
ment). You would also be able to exert all the extra-sensory 
faculties without difficulty. 

We have been told quite a lot about conditions on the astral 
plane and, for the sake of argument, we will take this informa- 
tion as being correct. First then, although the astral body is an 
improved replica of the earthly one, its real senses are not 
exerted through those sense organs which are used on earth. 
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Everything is really communicated direct to the mind by what 
is known here as extra-sensory perception, or by intuition. 
You can still see, hear, feel, smell and so on, but, since there 
is no longer the resistance of the brain, these sensations come 
straight into the mind and in strengthened force. If you want 
anything, you make it by thinking of it and do not have to take 
a knife and a lump of wood if you want to make a toy boat. The 
blueprints of what you are likely to need are already in exis- 
tence and all you have to do is to think them into solidity to 
find them complete. Everything appears as real and solid as it 
does on this earth plane, but there is a considerable heightening 
in the intensity of colour and sensations of that kind. Things 
appear far more beautiful and attractive than they do on this 
plane, but are of the same general type. Food is not necessary, 
because all energy is supplied by light. In a sense this is true 
of our own plane also, but we have to eat the products of the 
light rays to stoke up the bunkers of our bodily machine. On 
the astral plane this is done direct, as are seeing, hearing, and 
so on. There seems to be an element of something too good to 
be true hanging over the whole plane, and, if I have under- 
stood the reports correctly, people in time get bored with this 
heaven and either strive to move up to a higher one, or wish to 
return to another life on earth. One feels there is no rattling 
of spindrift to wake you up and make you go to see whether the 
anchor is still holding. For my own part, I would rather see 
the mist swirling in the corries, or the Western Ocean bursting 
on the skerries in a south-west gale, than laze about in the 
climate of a fine summer’s day, as is described in the reports. 
But we must remember that there are relatively few of these 
and their authors probably obtained the conditions which they 
wished for. For some of us there may still be a ‘land of the hills 
and the heather, where the red deer thrives and the ptarmigan 
finds shelter’. Indeed, there is evidence that this must be the 
case. The astral plane is only one rung above us on the ladder 
of evolution. Some people stay on it for a long time and then 
find they must return to our plane to be gingered up. I can well 
believe this. Others pass on up another step. In the end every- 
body passes on up. 

It seems though, if these reports are in any degree correct, 
that none of the things we have been taught to expect ever 
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take place. There is no Day of Judgment, no sheep and no 
goats, no twanging harps, nothing of that sort at all. The judg- 
ment is all one’s own; no one else judges you. Thank goodness 
for that. It is the harp idea I dislike most. It is yourself all the 
time who is judge and jury, clerk of the works and sergeant- 
major. You push yourself up the ladder, because you want to 
get to the top. You make yourself return to earth if you have 
not built up enough force to push yourself on up, and then you 


try again. 


Now, this is just a theory based on the work of parapsycho- 
logists, the students of psychical research. They are approaching 
the most difficult problem that man has to face in a thoroughly 
scientific manner. There is no dogma about it. Nothing was 
revealed secretly to a few by a great teacher. It is just a great 
piece of detective work, checked and cross-checked past each 
baffling obstacle. Nevertheless it is still theory, although proof 
appears very near. It is a work which is thoroughly in keeping 
with the spirit of an age of quest and it can be shared by any- 
one who can be bothered to read through the records of the 
Society for Psychical Research and see what theories the re- 
search workers developed through the years. It is remarkable, 
however, how closely the theory agrees with the statements of 
the Eastern ascetics and ideas held by many religions for at 
least two thousand five hundred years. 

If we look at all the curious phenomena which we have been 
investigating, it is at once apparent that they are all consistent 
with the faculties supposedly available to persons living on the 
astral plane. They conform to the natural phenomena described 
as belonging to that plane and are in no way unusual there. It 
seems obvious, when looked on in this way, that all these so- 
called supernatural or para-normal faculties really belong to 
us all the time. They are not much employed during earthly 
life, because they are damped down and concealed by the action 
of the resistance, the brain. The brain does not produce them, 
it tries to mask them, for they would be an extreme nuisance 
to living on this level. If you could see exactly what would 
happen to you every day, would you feel inclined to do anything 
at all? If you knew that everybody could feel exactly what you 
were thinking, would it not be extremely difficult to carry 
on? 
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The Druids apparently held that man had to undergo fre- 
quent rebirths simply because he could not bear the boredom 
of immortality. The Buddhists and Hindus believe that he must 
be born time after time until he has freed his mind of all desires. 
The Christians held this belief in reincarnation for some five 
hundred years, until it became frowned upon as heresy. The 
scripts taken down in automatic writing and purporting to come 
from named individuals on the astral plane, tell the same story. 
The only difference here is that the Eastern beliefs are held to 
be somewhat incorrect because individuals are only normally 
reborn some three or four times. 

Should these ideas prove to be correct, it is clear that evolu- 
tion is taking place all the way up the ladder in the same way 
as it is doing down here. A man from an Iron Age kraal on the 
top of the Sussex Downs could hardly be expected to have 
developed in the same way as a man who splits atoms. It seems 
probable in fact that evolution is one of the great laws of the 
universe, but that it is mental evolution and not the haphazard 
affair of Darwin. All these diversities of life on this earth look 
very much like the products of minds on a not very much higher 
plane than our own. Some of them, indeed, appear as if the 
characters who thought them into being were not entirely the 
attractive personalities one would expect to find in a Christian 
Heaven. Why should they be? It is quite unnecessary to think 
of the zoological world as being the direct product of an 
Almighty Mind. There is such a thing as delegated authority. 
If evolution is going on all the time and for ever, some of the 
great thinkers of two thousand years or more ago should be 
quite a long way up the ladder by now and perfectly capable of 
designing a hermit crab or a caddis fly. 

I said at the beginning of this study that I felt that, whatever 
explanations there might be to account for the events which we 
have been examining, these explanations would follow natural 
laws. It begins to look as if there are no explanations which do 
not follow laws of this kind. The phenomena are only unusual, 
because the faculties which produce them were meant to be 
damped down, by the resistance of the brain, so that they would 
not be a nuisance in the rough and tumble of life on this plane. 
It is possible that with man’s increasing mastery of his environ- 
ment, the point is being reached when it will be possible to undo 
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the screw and push the indicator along the bar of the resistance 
a bit. But I hardly think that it would be safe to do so yet. 

Recently Mr. C. Drage published a book called William 
King’s Profession. This is an account of the life and work of a 
celebrated professional clairvoyant and psychometrist. Mr. King 
apparently sees, if this is the right word, very large numbers 
of persons who are not visible to the naked eye. These are pro- 
duced by means of a link between the sitter and the sensitive in 
the manner already described. The interesting feature of Mr. 
King’s account of his experiences is that he is apparently able 
to distinguish between the figures who are living on this plane 
and those who are living on the next. This difference is one of 
density, or of apparent solidity. The persons on the next plane 
appear more solid than those on this. Now this might seem 
improbable by ordinary standards; but if, as has been suggested, 
we are dealing with changes in the rate of vibration, it is exactly 
what one might expect to find. If Mr. King’s rate of vibration 
is raised to such an extent that he is able to observe persons 
with a much higher rate than his own normal, these persons 
would naturally appear more solid than those with the lower 
rate. At a still higher rate the persons on the earth plane would 
vanish completely. It is comparable to the rotation of a pro- 
peller. The faster it turns, the less you can see it. 

Mr. King’s account is simple and completely objective. It is 
interesting to see that he can diagnose illness in his sitters in a 
similar manner to the diagnosis produced by operators of ‘the 
Box’. It is also interesting that he is tired by his work. Con- 
siderable ‘current’ is evidently necessary to change the rate of 
vibration. 
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Chapter Ten 


OW perhaps we have reached a stage at which it is time to 
summarize the more important points, which seem to have 
been demonstrated, or at least made their appearance in this 
very amateur investigation. I have taken my own experiences 
and made little use of anybody else’s. That does not mean that 
I have not read quite widely on the subject and examined the 
ideas of many peoples and various ages. But I have tried to 
keep the inquiry more or less strictly to what I have observed 
myself. My observation may be faulty and my inferences from 
this observation may be quite incorrect; but the facts I have 
studied are my own and not material gleaned from other people’s 
reports. As far as I am concerned, they are reliable facts, from 
which I can argue to convince my own mind. It is one’s own mind 
that each individual has to convince. He may be able to do this 
by reading other people’s reports; but then there must always 
be a feeling of ‘this is all second-hand. I never see a ghost, nor 
experience a horrid feeling on the stairs’ and so on. With what 
I have experienced myself, there is none of this. Others have 
obviously had far more dramatic experiences and I do not doubt 
that they described these with reasonable accuracy; but mine 
are as much evidence to me as is something that I have dug up 
myself. I always prefer an archaeological clue, however small, 
that I have found myself to the most sumptious reports of other 
archaeologists. You never know whether they have seen every- 
thing, nor what they have left out in writing up their finds. My 
summary then is my own idea of what my own evidence means 
to me. 
First then is the question of ghosts. I feel reasonably con- 
vinced about these. They are pictures produced by human 
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minds. They are not spirits of departed persons from another 
world. That some of them are produced by persons living on 
another plane of existence seems to be reasonable enough, but 
it also seems clear that the vast majority of ghosts must be 
produced by minds which are still using human bodies on this 
plane where we are now living. To me they appear to be no 
more and no less than television pictures. The television picture 
is a man-made ghost. Fortunately man has yet to produce a 
ghoul, but it is the same kind of thing. A person does not, I 
think, perceive a ghost with his senses. He sees it on the screen 
of his mind, where it is produced by the force of ‘Resonance’, 
which has yet to be extensively examined. All the other pheno- 
mena, known variously as clairvoyance, psychometry, pre- 
cognition, psychokinesis and so on, are produced in a similar 
manner and resonance is the force employed. That is all I need 
say here in this summary. 

The second point is of equal, or greater, importance. There is 
clearly something entirely wrong with our conception of time. 
By the same use of resonance, one mind can extract pictures of 
what appear to be memories from some level in the mind of 
another person. Many of these memories are of events which 
have not yet come to pass in our earthly time scale. They are 
future memories. Not only is this quite obvious to anyone with 
even moderate powers of observation; it has been demonstrated 
scientifically by the experiments of Professor Rhine and others. 
It is something which has to be accepted as a fact and examined 
accordingly. To our time scale, the future exists and it exists 
months and even years ahead. Why this should be the case, we 
do not know. But, if we accept the idea that ghosts are com- 
parable to television, it is not difficult to suggest a comparison 
between a life to a cinema film. Until the cinema film is put on 
to the projector, it only exists as a reel of material on a drum. 
You can, however, take it up and unwind it and examine shots 
at different points on the film. It looks very much as if pre- 
cognition and retro- or post-cognition are like that. How 
much you can alter your cinema film is unknown. A man-made 
film can be cut about and have sections added, or removed, at 
the wish of the operator. 

It is obvious, and I think a comforting thought, that, if this 
is the correct answer, and the real you is only being shown a 
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film for your education, you are something quite outside the 
hurly-burly which appears to be going on in the world. You 
belong to another altogether and when the film comes to an 
end, you presumably come out of the cinema and get on with 
your real job. It is possible to extend this idea to some extent 
and to think that your mental reactions to the film you are 
being shown will determine the nature of the next one you 
will have to watch. It is also clear that your reactions would be 
much less acute if you were permitted to be aware that it was a 
film which you were watching. To get benefit from the exhibi- 
tion, the film has to be completely real to you at the time. I am 
far from satisfied that this is the right answer; but it can be 
used as a working hypothesis, until some better idea comes 
along. 

The third point is the question of magic. Magic is the applica- 
tion of resonance, whether it takes the form of thought-reading, 
projecting images, prophesying, faith-healing, or causing 
inexplicable death and disaster to an enemy. Most religious 
practice is really a form of magic, although it is indiscreet to 
say so. It aims at persuading the operator to cut some shots out 
of the film and to substitute more pleasant ones. Since other 
forms of magic appear to work, there is no reason why this 
should not work also. 

There is one thing about all this magic whichseemsto beconstant. 
There must at some stage be a link between two minds. It may 
take such forms as a letter to a psychometrist, a spot of blood 
to the faith-healer or black magician, a hazel twig to the water- 
diviner, or a fixed locality to the projector of a ghost. The 
classic instance is the woman with the issue of blood who 
touched Jesus in a crowd. This may only hold good in the 
initial stages, for some skilled water-diviners can feel water 
with their hands without using a twig. The Box, too, is only an 
aid to diagnosis; this itself is done in the mind. But a link of 
some sort must be established before the current of resonance 
will pass. 

That is all we need say about the results of our investiga- 
tions. There is I think a clear case here for greatly extended 
work on all these phenomena. It is possible to look forward to 
a time when these faculties will be employed for the good of 
the whole of mankind, through the sensible employment of a 
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great new force whose power is hardly guessed. If this is done, 
much of the fear which shrouds the world today will be cleared 
away like mist being eaten up by the sun on the hill-tops. But 
there are risks too, for there is black magic as well as white. 


153 


po ee. 


Index 


Aetheric body, 130, 132, 133, 184 
Apport, 18, 95 

Arrow-head, 68, 86, 133 

Astral body, 143, 144, 145 

Astral plane, see Plane, higher 
Aura, 128, 129, 130, 182, 133 


Beasts and Telepathy, 111, 112, 113, 
115, 116, 117 

Birds and Telepathy, 111, 112, 114, 117 

Blueprint, 180, 131, 132 

Box, the (Abram’s), 11, 64, 74, 111, 
1380, 136, 152 

Brain, 184, 135, 148, 145 

Brocken Spectre, 20, 22 

Bronze Age, 13, 38, 45, 61, 64, 67 

Brooch, 67, 68, 133 

Burial, 53, 61 


Cambridge, x, 1-3, 8-11, 18, 39, 48, 49, 
50, 51, 53, 56, 58, 68, 98, 104, 110, 
118 

Car, motor, troubles with, 49, 50, 56, 
63, 64, 75 

Cat, 4, 112 

Cells, rays from, etc., 65, 130, 131, 
132, 134 

Celtic monks, 79, 81, 83, 189-41 

Christ, Jesus, 64, 186, 137, 139, 152 

Cinematograph film, 86, 96, 97, 98, 
101, 151, 152 

Clairvoyant, 23, 149 

Close, of Cathedral, 41 et seq. 

Cold, feeling of, 38, 40, 42 

Corpse, 38, 43, 90, 92 

Couvade, 109, 110, 111 

Cross, 80, 81, 139 

Crucifix, 41, 43, 45, 46 

Curse, 63 


Darwin, Theory of Evolution, 104, 105, 
108, 109 

Death, 53, 54, 56, 60, 63, 108, 120, 
133, 184, 144 


Death, survival of, 54, 108, 116, 120, 
122, 126, 127, 134, 141-53 

Deer, Red, 18, 22 

De la Warr, 34, 65, 130-2 

Diana, Danu, etc., 19, 20 

Divining (Dowsing), 34, 35, 131, 152 

Dog, Black, 117 

Dowsing, see Divining 

Dragonfly, 10+, 105, 106, 108, 109, 
142, 144, 145 

Dream, 44, 45, 47, 52, 55, 83, 85, 97, 
99, 101, 102, 103, 131 

Dunne, ‘Experiment with Time’, 52, 
55, 83, 97, 108 


Electricity, etc., 8, 10, 34, 135 

Evolution, 104, 105, 106, 148 

Exorcism, 43, 44+, 46 

Extra Sensory Perception (E.S.P.), ix, 
134, 135, 146 


Fairies, see Sith 

Faith-healing, 110, 152 

Foreknowledge, see Precognition 

Foresight, see Precognition 

Frequency, rate of vibration, 117, 130, 
131, 143, 149 

Free will, 52, 97 

Future life, early belief in, 56, 58, 108 

Future memory, 92, 93, 96, 102 


Ghost, ix, x, 1, 3, 6-10, 23, 36, 39, 40, 
41, 44, 45, 58, 66, 119, 120, 121, 
131, 184, 150, 152 

Ghoul, 38, 39, 40, 41, 43, 44, 45, 46, 
54, 66, 119, 125 

Giant, see Brocken Spectre 

Gipsy, 76, 96 

Gods, pagan, ix, x, 19, 20, 34 

Guide, spirit, 123-7 

Guilden Morden, Romano-British, 48 
et seq. 


Hairy figure, 44, 45, 47 
155 


INDEX 


Heimaclettr, 80, 81, 83, 189-41 
Hindu, 120, 134, 148 

Hole House and Mill, 4, 6-10, 39, 122 
Human body, dual occupation of, 51, 53 


Iceland, 32, 33, 35, 76, 79, 80, 83, 
139-41 


‘Jamming’, 40, 45, 54 
Johnson, Raynor, x, 18, 65, 127 


Karma, 97 


‘Laying ghosts’, 56, 58 

Link, telepathic, etc., 64, 72, 74, 131, 
152 

Little Ness, 38, 44, 114, 115 

Lugh, Lucifer, etc., 34 


MacKenzie, story, 93, 94 

Magic, x, 23, 61, 62, 63, 64, 74, 75, 
131, 136, 152, 153 

Mail (armour), 69 

Medicine-man, 127 

Memory, 36, 96, 99, 102, 151 

Medium, see Sensitive 

Mind, 53, 54, 64, 72, 92, 93, 97, 106, 
125, 126, 128, 130, 133, 151, 152 

Miracle, 136 

Monastery, Celtic, 28, 29, 33, 81 

Myres’ Scripts, 116, 127, 143 


Natural Science, etc., x, 15, 16, 106 
Nature, ix, 106, 141 
Noises, abnormal, 118, 119 


Parapsychology, 17, 130, 133, 142, 143, 
147 

Photograph, 9, 130 

Plane, higher, 125, 131, 133, 148, 146 

Poltergeist, ix, 10, 17, 24, 25, 34, 38, 
44, 54, 75, 109 

Postcognition, 90 

Practitioner, 64, 65, 66, 70, 102 

Precognition, 48, 65, 72, 76, 83, 85-8, 
92, 93, 95, 122 

Premonition, 50, 51, 52, 53 

Projection, 10, 11, 39, 40, 46, 53, 54, 
120, 122 

Prophecy, see Precognition 

Psychical Research, see Parapsychology 

Psychokinesis, 10, 18, 24, 34, 35, 36, 
117 


Psychometry, 65, 70, 72, 85, 102, 119, 
149, 152 


Receiver ; Reception, 9, 10, 11, 119, 120 

Red Indian, see Guide 

Reincarnation, 97, 148 

Resistance, 135, 143, 144, 145, 149 

Resonance, 11, 34, 35, 53, 65, 74, 111, 
131, 151, 152 

Rhine, Prof. J. B., 34, 52, 74, 76, 117, 
151 

Ring, 18, 50, 52, 67, 69 

Robin, 114, 115, 116 

Roman, 18, 19, 38, 67, 69, 70, 114 


Sendings ( Messengers), 113, 114, 116, 
121 

Senses, Normal, 134 

Sensitive (Medium), 46, 66—72, 121, 
123, 124, 125, 126, 127 

Shiant Islands, 1, 11, 18, 15-17, 19 

Sith (Fairies), 13, 18, 19, 20-4, 36 

Skeleton, 48, 49, 50, 56, 81 

Skellig Islands, 28-35, 38, 44 

Soul, see Mind 

South Rona, 15 

Spirit, 39, 53, 61, 123, 127, 151 

Spiritualist, 23, 126 

Submarine (U-boat), 84, 85 


Telepathy, 35, 36, 40, 46, 51, 72, 93, 
96, 111, 113, 115, 117, 120, 125 

Television, 3, 9, 10, 132, 151 

Time, Concept of, 51, 52, 63, 93, 96, 
122, 151 

Transmitter, etc., 39, 41, 53, 54, 121, 
122, 134 


Vibration, see Frequency 
Voice, abnormal, 118, 123, 124, 126 


Wake (Arvale), 33 

Warning, see Premonition 

Water Power, 8 

Waves, sound, light, etc., 135, 136 

Westman Islands ( Vestmannaejar), 76, 
77, 78, 80 

Wireless, 35, 132 

Wise Woman, see Sensitive 

Witch doctor, 59, 61, 64, 74 

Wizard, see Witch doctor 

Woodcock and young, 15, 16 


Yogi, 131, 132 
156 


ROUTLEDGE PAPERBACKS (continued) 


50 Education of Slow Learning Children A E Tansley and R Gulliford 


51 Milton Criticism Edited by James Thorpe 

52 Approaches to History Edited by H PR Finberg 

53 The Poetry of Alexander Pope G Wilson Knight 

54 The Problem Plays of Shakespeare Ernest Schanzer 

55 The Child’s Conception of Number Jean Piaget 

56 Other Cultures John Beattie 

57 Formal Organizations Peter M Blau and W Richard Scott 

58 Soviet Economic Development since 1917 Maurice Dobb 

59 Jokes and their Relation to the Unconscious Sigmund Freud 


60 Dickens and the 20th Century Edited by John Gross and Gabriel Pearson 


61 A Social History of the French Revolution Norman Hampson 
62 Education and Society A K C Ottaway 
63 Social Casework Noel Timms 


64 An Introduction to the Philosophy of Education D J O’Connor 


65 Clean and Decent Lawrence Wright 

66 The City Region in Western Europe Robert E Dickinson 
67 Adolescence — Its Social Psychology C M Fleming 

68 Comparative Education Nicholas Hans 


69 Critical Essays on the Poetry of Tennyson Edited by John Killham 


70 The Study of Groups Josephine Klein 
71 Principles of Public Finance Hugh Dalton 
72 Chairman’s and Debator’s Handbook Mildred Ransom 


73 A Teacher’s Guide to Reading Piaget 
Molly Brearley and Elizabeth Hitchfield 


74 Social Anthropology E E Evans-Pritchard 

75 Women’s Two Roles Alva Myrdal and Viola Klein 

76 Innovation and Research in Education Michael Young 

77 Ghost and Ghoul T C Lethbridge 

78 The Function of Criticism Yvor Winters 

79 A Modern Introduction to Moral Philosophy Alan Montefiore 
80 How to Read a Page I A Richards 

81 The Gutenberg Galaxy Marshall McLuhan 

82 Irish Folk Ways E Estyn Evans 


10s6d 
12s6d 

8s6d 

8s6d 
10s6d 
12s0d 
13s6d 
15s0d 
25s0d 
12s6d 
13s6d 


ROUTLEDGE PAPERBACKS 


Continued on inside back cover 


For copyright reasons, this book may not be sold or issued on loan 
or otherwise disposed of except in its original paper cover 


1 Totem and Taboo Sigmund Freud 6s0d 
2 The Poetry of T S Eliot D E S Maxwell 10s0d 
3 Fear of Freedom Erich Fromm 10s0d 
4 Speculations T E Hulme 8s6d 
5 Principles of Literary Criticism I A Richards 9s6d 
6 Sex and Repression in Savage Society Bronislaw Malinowski 9s6d 
8 Plato’s Theory of Knowledge F M Cornford 14s0d 
9 Ideology and Utopia Karl Mannheim 12s6d 
10 The Language and Thought of the Child Jean Piaget 12s6d 
11 Six Existentialist Thinkers H J Blackham 6s0d 
12 Interpretations Edited by John Wain 8s6d 
13 Shakespeare’s Tragedies G B Harrison 10s6d 
14 Modern Man in Search of a Soul C G Jung 12s6d 
15 A History of Greek Political Thought T A Sinclair 10s6d 
16 The Poverty of Historicism K R Popper 7s6d 
17 Romantic Image Frank Kermode 9s6d 
18 Patterns of Culture Ruth Benedict 10s0d 
19 The Statesman Plato 8s6d 
20 Handwriting Klara G Roman lls6d 
21 The Spirit of Chinese Philosophy Fung Yu-Lan 9s0d 
22 The Road to Serfdom F A Hayek 7s6d 
23 Self-Analysis Karen Horney 11sOd 
24 Satellites and Scientific Research Desmond King-Hele 9s0d 
The Open Society and its Enemies (2 volumes) K R Popper 
25 Plato 14s0d 
26 Hegel and Marx 14s0d 
27 British Scientists of the 19th Century J G Crowther 12s6d 
28 The Psychology of C G Jung Jolande Jacobi 10s6d 
~The Social History of Art (4 volumes) Arnold Hauser 
29 From Prehistoric Times to the Middle Ages 10s0d 
30 Renaissance, Mannerism, Baroque 10s0d 
31 Rococo, Classicism and Romanticism 10s0d 
32 Naturalism, Impressionism, The Film Age 10s0d 
33 W B Yeats, Man and Poet Norman Jeffares 12s6d 
34 An Introduction to Logic Morris Cohen and Ernest Nagel 10s6d 
35 Studies in the Development of Capitalism Maurice Dobb 12s6d 
36 200 Miniature Games of Chess J du Mont 9s0d 
37 The Physical World of the Greeks S Sambursky 8s6d 
38 Gravity and Grace Simone Weil 7s6d 
39 The Social Psychology of Education C M Fleming 6s0d 
40 The Living Milton Edited by Frank Kermode 7sOd 
41 The Plays of T S Eliot D E Jones 7s6d 
42 The Sane Society Erich Fromm 12s6d 
43 The Accumulation of Capital Rosa Luxemburg 14s0d 
44 Practical Criticism I A Richards 14s0d 
45 Marxism George Lichtheim 12s6d 
Feudal Society (2 volumes) Marc Bloch 
46 The Growth of Ties of Dependence 12s6d 
47 Social Classes and Political Organization 12s6d 
48 Novelists on the Novel Miriam Allott 12s6d 


